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BOOKS Printed for J. TonxsoNn and J. War rs, 
'This Day is Pubhſyd the Steond Edu, Printed in OBaw,, of 

„% Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe (invented for the Amuſe. 

ment of His Highneſs WILLIAM, Duke of Cumberland) By Mr, 


Gay: With fifty one Cuts, defignyY by Mr. Kint and Mr: Wotron, and Ra- 
— Baron,” Mi 2E and \Mr. Fourdrinir. * 
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graved by Mr. Baron, Mr. 
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This Day is alſo Publiſhd, Printed in Twelves, the Second Edition of 
J. The Works of Mr. Henry Needle ; conſiſting of ORIGINAL 
POEMS, rages 1 e Ne- 
mo parum diu vixit, qui Virtati« perfecta ut eſt mers. Cicero 
de 8 Puhliſh'd by Mr. Duncambe, Sold by F. Knaj- 
ton in St, pauli Church-Yard; 4. Beit eſworib, F. Oiborne, and T. Longman, 
in Pater-nefler Row; F. Pemberton in Fleer-Street; M. Hiuchliffe under the 
Rojal-Exchange; and 4, Millar, at Buchanan's Head againſt St. Clement”; 
Church in the Strand. FV 


Publiſh/d, neatly Printed in Twelves, adori'd with twenty ſix Copper 
Jo Plates, po A Ingrav'd 'by Mr, Gerard we ane Lap who 
te AVANTURES de TELEMAQUE Fils d'Ulyſſe. Par 
ſeu Meſſire Frangois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Precepteur de Meſ- 
ſeigneurs les Entans de France, & depuis Archev&que-Duc de Cambrai, 
Prince du ſaint Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſcript 
original, Avec des Remarques pour Veclairciſſement de cet Ouyrage, 


Sppediy will he Publiſ 4, in m Vplume in odo, the Second Edition of 
e The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of Captain R O- 
BERT BOYLE, in ſeveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the 
STORY of Mrs. VILLARS an Engliſh Lady, with whom” he made 
| his ſurpriſing Eſcape from Barbary ; The Hiſtory of an Italian Captive; 
* 1 and The Life of Don Pedro Aquilio, & c. Full of various and amazing Turns 
of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage, Shi wreck, and Miracifous 
. of RICHARD e — Treaſurer 15 
(i Majeſlys Com Comedians at the "Theatres in Drury-Lane, 
_— a r of the City of Philadelphia, 00 the Country of 
Ten ania. 4 1 . b ee ee 4 * 3 , 


x | Fu Publiſh, + 
; © DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST: LOVERS, 

A Play, as it is Ated age Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Ori- 1 
5 7 by W Shakeſpeare; and no Reviſed and "Adapted to the Stage by 
Mr. Theobalg, the Author of Shakeſpeare Reflor'd, Es os 
'P j 9 ; > :-# 
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IHE e 
Fx. throws itſelf, with This 
Play, at Your MA TE- 
WES ST Y's Feet, for Fa- 
= your and Support. 
ay their, Pablick Diverſions are a 
ron g Indication of the Genius of 
a People ; ; the following Scenes 4 
AS. an 


DEDICATION FE 


an Attempt to Eſtabliſh ſuch, a5 are 
fit to Entertain the Minds of 2 ſen- 
ſible Nation; and to wipe off that 
Aſperſion of Barbarity, which the 
Virtuoſi among our Neighbours, 
have ſometimes thrown u * our 
Taſte. | - C3 
The Provo d Hucand | is, at leaſt, 
an Inſtance, that an Engliſh Come- 
dy may; to an unuſual Number of 
Days, bring many Thouſands of 
His Majeſty's good Subjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and De- 
light, with Innocence. And howe- || 
ver little Share of chat Merit my 
unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
F hope the juſt Admirers of Sir Jaa 
Panbrugh will allow I have, at wort, 
been a careful Guardian of his Or- 
phan Mule, by leading it into Your 
ors Royal Protection 
The 


DEDICATION 
The Deſign of this Play being 
- | chiefly to expoſe, and reform the 
t || licentious Irregularities that, too of- 
e ten, break in upon the Peace and 
Happineſs of the Married State; 
Where eould ſo hazardous and unpo- 
pular an Undertaking be ſecure, but; 
in the Protection of a PRINCBS's; 
whoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virtues 
have given ſuch Uluſtrious Proof, of 
f | whar ſublime Felicity that a 8 
8 is capable? > JOS Of Pi 

And though-a Crows A AAckr⸗ 
rain Title to Content; yet 10 the. 

Honour of that Inſtitution be 

ſaid, the Royal Harmony of Heats - 
chat now enchants us from the 
Throne, is a Reproach to the fre- 
quent Diſquiet of thoſe many in- 
ſenſible Subjects about it, who (from 
His Majeſty's Paternal Care of His 
. 1 

4 


— 


DEDICAT ION. 

People) have more leiſure to be Hap- 
py: And tis our QUEEN's peculiar, 
Glory, that we often ſee Her as Emi- 
nently raisd above her Circle, in 
private Happineſs, as in Dignity. | 
Let Heaven, M aD a M, that has 
placed Y ou on ſuch Height, to be the 
moxe- conſpicuous. Pattern of your 
Sex, had ſtill left your Happineſs 
Imperfect; had it not given thoſe 
ineſtimable Treaſures of your: Mind, 
and to the only Prince on 
Ears. Could have deſerv d them: 
A Cron zeceiv d from Any. but the 
Happy Monarch's Hand, who inveſted 
Tou with This, which You now adorn, 
had only ſeem d the Work of For- 
tune: But Thus beſtow d, the World 
acknowledges it the Due Reward of 
PROVIDENCE, for One You once 
ſo gloriouſſy Refus d. 


* 5 
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But 


D E DI CAT TON 

But as the Fame of ſuch elevated 
Virtue has lifted the Plain Addreſſes 
of a whole Nation into Eloquence, 
the beſt repeated Eulogiums on that 
Theme, are but Intruſions on Vour 
Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of ſecretly 
deſerving them. I therefore beg leave 5 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


May it pleaſe Your MajnsTY, © 


Your Majeſty's maſs Devoted, | 
Moft Obedient, as 


Mot Humble Seroan,, 
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| x AVING- taken upon me, in the Prologue to this 
WR I Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Account of ' 
chat Part of it which Sir oh» Vaabrugh leſt unfi- 
vid, and not think ing it adviſeable, in that Place, to 
init their Jud t by ſo high a Commendation, as 
I thought it delerv'd ; I have therefore, for the Satisfa- 
Qion of the Curiqus, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſe- 
| parately, under the Single Title he 1 5 it, of A Journey to 
Londw, without preſuming to alter a Line: which the Bookſel- 
ler will ſell, with, or without the Provo d Harband. | 
Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with him, 
(which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done towards a Comedy) 
he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, till he had review'd it, con- 
fefling the Scenes were, yet .undigeſted, too lang, 8 
particularly in the Lower Characters, I have but one Excole for 
publiſning, what he never deſign'd ſnould come into the World, 
as it then was, viz. I had no other way of taking thoſe many 
4 to my ſelf, which may be juſtiy found in my preſuming to 
nh it. 2 * 1 | 
However a Judicious Reader will find in his Original Papers 
that the Characters are 8 drawn, new, ſpirited, na- 
ery@ions on high and lower _ 
AlI 
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2 Gay will fil inf at 
exeell'd unleſs the Skill of the Wii 
7 er Qccaſion wever, as 1 
than unthankful, I will venture 80 ſay of 
laſt AR, I never ſaw any Paſſion take ſo natural a 
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3 to Mrs. -0/ifield, without putting People 
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; an AQreſs. ! Time She has been the 
. Life of what I have given the Publick, fo perhaps my ſaying a 
f little more of ſo memorable an Aarels, _ give this Play a 
1 Chance to be read, when the People of this Age ſhall be Ance- 
ſtors ----- May it therefore give Emulation to a Suecceſſion of our 

Succeſlors of the Stage, ta know, That to the ending of the 
; Year 1727, a Co-temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield 


was, then, in her higheſt Excellence of. Action, happy in all the 
tately- found Requilites, that meet in one Perſon to compleat 
them for the Stage She was in Statyre- jult riſing to that 


Height, where the Grag can only begin to ſhew it ſelf; of a 
live y AſpeR, and a Command in her Mein, that like the princi- 

| pal Figure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights 
| the Eye of the Spectator. Her Voice was ſweet, rong, pier- 
cing, and melodious; her Pronunciation voluble, diſtinct, and 
mulical ; and her Emphaſis always placed where the Spirit of the 
Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. If She delighted more 
in the Higher Comick, than the Tragick Strain, twas becauſe 
the laſt is too often written in a lofty Diſregard of Nature, But 
in ChajaQters of mo ife, ſhe found occaſions to 
add 4he particular Air and Manner which diſtinguiſt d the diffe- 
@ | tem 


To the RE ADE RX 


tent Humovrs/ſhe' preſented. ' Whereas id” Tragedy, the Max. 
ner e VER rg 
in She had on from Nature, the 
| Jook'd rand m the time, . when other 
Fine Women _ _ rers by their U their Undertanding == 
The Spectator s 8s much her Eyes, u 
her 2 22 is the only 2 that an Ad 
— eds ode evans there being ſcarce an In. 
tance, where the Eyes 'do their Part, ' tha Elocution i 
knovn to be fan lities r 4, were the 
ech in e A and the other in 
erk on te 3 in all Re- 
n y 
1 alia of a Woman of lity. And of that 
n 
et, 


made her Way 
is a leſs Word 
have become the 
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» Spoken by Me. WILKS. n; 
MN | 


ft Play took Birth from Principes of finds 

Jo mate Amends for Errors paſt, of . 

AJ Bard, that's nom no more, in riper Days, . gm 
Conſcious review'd tbe. Licenſe of his Plays < I 1 v2 

And though" Hoplauſe bis wanton Muſe bad fir'd, = 

Himſelf condemn d what ſenſual Minds admir'd. - 


Ht length, be 2 that Plays fnould let you ſee _ - ” A 1 
Not -only, I hat you Are, but Onught fo be: | 
Though 2 was natural, tas never meant, 
The Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Puniſoment ! | 
Warm with that Thought, bis Muſe once more re Hook Flame, 
Reſolv'd to bring licentious Life to Sbm. 
Such was the Piece his lateft Pen deſign” . 
But left not Traces of his Plan bebind. 
Luxuriant Scenes, unprun'd, or half EPO 3 

Tet, through the Maſi, bis Native Fire ſurviv'd: 
Rough, as rich Oar, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 

Net fill 'twas Rich, and farms at length a Play. * 
Ir which the bold Compiler boaſts tio Merit. 
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But that bis Pains bàve ſab'd you Scenes if nou 


Not Scenes, that would @ noiſy Foy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart. -....--- 
From Praiſe of Hands no fure Account be draws, 

But fixt Attention is fincere Applauſe. | 

If \zhen' (for hard, you'll own the Tat)" bis det © 
Can to thoſe Embrion- Scenes new Life impart, — _ 
eee ee ph K 
du 10 the Buried. Bard rasen the Pri % j 7410 
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Count Buſes * 1 
Mrs. Motherly, One chat les 3 M. e. 
Myrrilla, her Neicg, age Owen View: G, 
Mrs. Trafly, _ Tenn Morn." 0 e 


. See Ge. . 


i Le Q « *. oh 
The 8 e ENE Lad NF 
"nine; Sir dere ante 


by the Late $i * 
Copy: Ki (lines | 

1 call'd, The 9822 HU: EDS a 
| for John Warts, Price Ons Shilling, 


r 


7 he Provok d H 1 ; : 


man of Quality 


7 


{4 a NN 


0 2 to Lon pos. 


ACT Io SGENE L 


80 E NE Lord Townly's bee 
arena fn. 


y? — > in not 
evident, my plain, rational Scheme 
of Life was impro&icable, with a 
Woman of ſo different a way of 
Thinking? —— Is there one Artt- 

dle of it, that, ſhe has not broke in 

© upon? —— Yes let me do her 

Juſtice — her Reputation That 

Il have no Reaſon to believe is in Queſtion ——— 
But then how long her profligate Courſe of; Ple:ſures 
may make her able to keep 11—— is 2 ſhocking Que- 
ſtion! and her Preſumption While ſhe keeps it —— 
inſupporrable! For on the Pride of that fingle Virtue, 


ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that 


the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Tow affortis, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
Amazing! that.a Creature ſo 
warm in the purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould: never caſt 
one Thought towards her Happincſs—— Thus, _—_ 4 


12 "The Provoled Hutband; or, 
ſhe admits no Lover, ſhe thinks it à greater Merit fill, 
in her Chaſtity, not to care for her Husbandy and while 
herſelf is ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards 
and good Company, He, poor Wretch! is "left, at 
large, to take care of his own Contentment —— Tit 
time, indeed, ſome Care were taken, and ſpeedily there 
ſhall be Yer let me not be raſh —— Perhaps this 
Diſappointment of my Heart may make me too Impa- 
tient; and ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, grow more 
untractable. Here ſhe comes Let me be calm a 
—_— v 
Enter Lady Townly., © © 
Going out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam ? 8 185 
La. . Lard, my Lord! what can J poffibly, do, 
ECCͥCͤ ͥ k• V ́/ꝓã)ũͥ og: 
L. Town, What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at 
Home? 8 | 
La. Town. Why that is to me A 
ever any Pleaſure at Home? 
L. Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I con- 
feſs, to make ir a little more Comfortable to me. 
La. Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, you FI... 
would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, | . 
ſtay at Home to Comfort her Husband! Lord! What 
Notions of Life ſome Men have? [ 
L. Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies No- on 
tions are full as Extravagant? * We 
La. Town. Yes, my Lord, when the Tame Doves % 
live coop'd within * Penn of your Precepts, I do , 
think 'em Prodigious indeed! $643 
L. Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of em then? 
Ia. Town. Oh! this World is not, fo ill-bred, as to 
quarrel with any Woman, for liking: it. 175. 
I. Tous. Nor am I, Madam, a Husband ſo well bred, 
as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, the 
Life you lead, Madam | | * VITF 98 
La. Toun. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life-in the World. 
L. Town. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, if 
a Woman had a Right to.pleaſe no Body but her ſelf. 


L. Town, Why, whom would you have her pleaſe? 
| & L. Town. 


. 


* 


mazing! Have you 


* 


A Journey.to London. . 3 


in, I. Town. A her Hus band. 

ile L Tomn. And don't you think 2 Hucband ade? the 
rds ame Obligation? | 
at Y Town, Certai 4 


is La. Tun. Why t en we are agreed, my hams 
e MFor.if I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at 
home ——- which" you know is the Caſe is it not 
XJ Sat 18, not to come home till one 's a Wea» 
abroad? 3 4 
I. — If this be your Rule: of Life, Madam, * tis 
time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion. 
La. Town. Don't let it be long a coming then — for 
I am in haſte. 
L.Town: Madam, when I am' ſerious, I aeg fe. 
rious Anſwer. F 
La. Town. Before I know the Queſtion 2 
L. Toun. Pſhah bave GOING Madam, t to mike 
you ſerious, by Intreaty ? 1 
ll L. Tun. You have. | 
L. Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me e ſincerely ders 
* IL, Town. Sincerely, | 
L. Town. Now then recollect your Thoughts, _—_ 
u tell me ſeriouſly,. Why you married Me? 
| LaiTaws. Lou inſiſt upon Truth, you fay? 
* L. Town. I think 1 have a Right to it. 
La. Town, Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedienee, and Sincerity — I 
think ——1 married to take off that Reſtraint, that 
1 my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Woman. 
I. vun. How Madam I is any Woman under leſs 
Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it?: 
L. Tan. O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 
different Creatures! Wives have infinite Liberties in 
Ie, char would be tertible in an unmarried Woman 
, to take. | 
© L. Town. Name One. 3 
La, Town. Fifty, if you 8 begin then, in' 
. the Morning 4 married Woman may have Men 
ie J her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint them a 
b Party, in a Stage- Box at the Play; engtoſs the Con- 
erſation eee r Chriſtian Names; talk 


yOu 


4 The Proba Habu; or, 


lowder than the Players; — From thence jaunt into 
. 
H — aps, in her Gayert eur toaſt a 
Fellow 25 Then clatter a to this Re of 
bieak with the Morning into an Aſſembly, 
crowd to the Hazard Table, throw a familiar Levant 
upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Qualiry,-and if he 
demands his r * 
cry —— you'll owe it him, to ex him! ha! Ba! 

: L. Tun Prodigious! 2 

L. Town. Theſe now, my Lend; — few of the 
many modiſh Amuſements, char diſtin _ gh 
lege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle „ Fives 

L. Yows. Death Madam, what Lew Be mateithed 
Liberties leſs ſcandalous in any Wir, than an unmar- 
ried Woman? 

L. Trwn. Why che ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 
Cuſtom — Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 

L. Town, Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools 

But it ſhall never govern Me. 

La. Town, Nay then, my Lord, it's time for me to 
obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 
L. Tomn. I wiſh I could ſee an Inſtance of it. 

Ls. Town. Y ou ſhall have one this Moment; my Lord: 
For I think, when a Man begins to loſe his Temper at 
Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, why——ſhel 
go abroad till he comes to himſelf again. [Going 
I. Town, Hold Madam —— I am ama d you are not 
more uneaſy at the Life we lead! You don't want Senſe! 
and yet ſeem void of all : For with a Bluſh 1 | 
fay ir, I think, I have not wanted Love. 

—— Tows. Oh! do m— ſay that, my Lord, if you ſup- 
L. Town; 5. Wine is it I-have done to you? what can 
you complain of? 

L. Town. Oh! nothing, in the leaſt: 'tis true, you 
Have heard me ſay I have owed my Lord Lureber an 

Hundred Pound three Weeks but what then 
=— Husband is not liable to bis Wife's Debts of 
Honour, you know, ——atd'if a filly Womai will be 
a ous Mlowy' the cart be for, whites thee f 


AS! Fr 


2 


— 2 


C © 


3 


A Journey i Landon. 
to him? as long as. he loves her, to be ſure, the can 


s 


bare to complain | dS oo 1 * D. 431 
L. us. By Heav'n, if my whole, Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you delight in the oboerkul 
Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think my ſelf a Gaiger by the 
Purchaſe. F: [131 713 10 1 Fa 4 Fa. 
La. Yows. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eſtae, provided you were ſure I would nat 
a Shilling of it. > 
L. Town. No, Madam ;; were I Maſter of your Heart, 
your -Pleafuges would be mines but different, as they 
are, I'll fecd even your Follies, ro deſerve it Per- 
aps, you may havr ſome other triſling Debs of Ho- 
nour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home— 
leaſt it ſhall not be my fault, if I have not more of 
our Company There, there's a Bill of Five Hun- 
La. Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
I thank you. —— Now am I convinced, were weak 
enough to love this Man, I hould never get a fingle 
Gainea from him. . [Apr 
L. Town. If it be no offence, Madam —— _ K. 
La. Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 
that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſltble to put me out 
of Humour. 1 * 1 
L. Town. How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 
hat Sum ought to laſt you? 1 % 
La. Town. Oh! my dear, dear, Lord! now you have 
poil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for 
n Event, that ſo utterly depends upon Fortune? But 
o ſhew you, that I am more _inclin'd to get Money, 
han to throw it away I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 
hat with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thouſand, 
L.Town. Madam, if you wereto win ten thouſand, it 
yould be no Satisfaction to me. ; art] 
La. Town, O! the Ghurl!! ren thouſand! what! not 
o much as wiſh I might win ten choulagd! —— Ten 
houſand! O! the charming Sum! what infinite . pret- 
y things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thou- 
and Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſne were a Woman 
true Spitit ſhe = ſhe might loſe em all again! 
* | | B 3 L. Zen 
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IL. Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Madam; 
© ptr py I could be ſure, that were the laſt you would loſe 
La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſig 
4 play all the good Houſe-wife I can; I am now gc 
to a Party at Qwadrille, only to piddle with a little 
of it, at poor two Incas a Fiſh, with che Dutcheſ, 
of Quiterigbt. | © "Exit Lady Town 
L. — Inſenſible ce neither Reproache 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her u 
the leaſt Reflection! Continual Licence has lull'd he 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of he 
Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if th 
were ſo many Virtues. What a turn has ber Head taken! 
But how to cure it — I am afraid the Phyſict 
muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her - Lenitives, I ſe 
| are to no purpoſe take my -Friends Opinion 
. | Manly will ſpeak freely —— my Siſter with Tender 
| neſs to both ſides. They know my Caſc——PIl tall 
| | wih em. 


Enter a Sede 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to Pur: if you 
Lordſhip was at home. | 

L. Town. They did not deny me? 

Serv. No, my Lord, | 

L. Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, 0 @ 
I defire co (peak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [Ex. 8 er 


Enter Lady Grace. 


$241 Town. 8o, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon ba 

you been killing your Time with? 

La. Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd n 
think: I have half read my Eyes out. 

L. Tn. O! you — not pary ſo much juſt aft 
 Dirner, Child. | 

La: Grace. That's be, ceny Body” 5 Thoughts F 
better than always one's own, you know. | 

L. Town. Who's there? | 


E nter Servant... 


13 word at he Den. am at . to no | Bod 
but *. Manly. | La. Gras 
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La. Grace. And why is He excepted, pray m 

L. Town. I hope, Wee, have no 
his Company ? 

La Grace. Your 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 


L Town, And your Ladyſhip' Inquiry into the Rea- 
ſon of thoſe Orders, ſhew at leaſt, it was not a Matter 


indifferent to you! 


La. Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt Conſtru8tions, 


Brother! 


L. Town, Look you, my grave Lady Grace ——in+ , 


one ſerious Word — I wiſh you had him. 
La. Grace. I can't help that. 


L. Town. Hah! you can't help it! ha! hal The flut | 


e of that Reply was admirable! 
La. Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother! 


L. Tu. Come I beg Pardon, Child this is not 


a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I hope 
you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 

La. Grace. If you deſire it, Brother ; thaugh upon 
my W ord, as ro Mr. Manly's having any ſerious 1 e 
of me, — know nothing of it. 

L. Todba. Well — there's nothing Wrong, in — 
making a Doubt of it — But in ſhort, I find, by his 
Converſation of late, he has been looking round the 
World for a Wife; and, if you were to look round the 


World for a Husband, he's the firſt Man I. would give 


to you. 

La. Grace. Then, whenever he makes, me. any . 
Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town. O! that's the haſt Thing belt do: he'll 
never make you an nw "a he 8 pur ſure it won't 
be refus'd. . 


La. Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did he 


ever make any Offer of that kind to you? 
L. Town, Nor directly: but that imports nothing: he 


is a Man too well-acquainted, with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 
without ſome well-examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yer's _ 
have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, your 
Li, be Mou brought him 
5 0] p28 4. 10 


turn of Mind, and your way ah 
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my Lord? 
jecti u 


particular Orders, upon my being 


- _— — 


8: The Pruuobe Huband; or, 


to ſo favourable aone of you, that a few Days will re- 
duce him to talk plainly co me: which as yet (notwith- 
ſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither oeli'd, nor 
encourag'd him tro, | 
La. Grave. I am might „ fo near, in our 
way of thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much 
upon the fame Terms, with me: You know he has a 
ſatyrical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, without 
giving due Eacomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and 
upon ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in 


turning his Com upon Me, which I don't re- 
Lene, leſt be ſhould imagine I take 


ceive, N 
them to my ſelf 
L. Town. You are right, Child: When a Man-of 
Merit makes his Addreſſes; good Senſe may Pens 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 
25 090 Fane! he's here ——— © 


Enter Mr. Manly. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 

L. Town. Dear Manly! yours— I was thinking to 
ſend to you. - 

Man. Then, I 1 lad T am here, my Lord— Lady 
Grace, I kifs your Hands! — What, only you two! 
How many V lies may a Man make, before he falls in- 
to ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and Siſter 
ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Town is a 
gadding ! 1 3 if there is ſo particular a Tete à eie, 

again, in the whole Pariſh of St. James: , 
Ls. Grace. V fy Mr. Many; how cenſorious you 
are: 

Man. I had not made the Refle&tion, | Madam 
that I ſaw you an Exception to it—W here's bag? 

L. Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man, Then I wort try, my Lord 

L. Town. But, tis probable I may hear of her, by 
chat time I have been four or five hours in Bed. 

Man. Now, if that were my Ca, F UelicveT ſhodſd— 
But 1 beg Pardon, -my Lord. 

L. Town. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will a6. 
lige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, 
J wanted to ſee you. Man. 
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Man. Wh ' then, my Lord," Gnev you dblige e 
ET If char were my G believe I ſhould 
certainly fleep in another Houle. | $64: ).:5-\ | 


La. Grace. How do you meg? HA e 
Man. Only ® Compliment, Madam. 

La. Grace. A Compliment ! | 

Man Yes, Madam, in rather turning my ſelf our of | 
doors than her. 

1 Dore you think, that would 'be going 
too | 

Man. I don't 2 but it might, Madam; for, in 
ſtrict Juſtice, I think, the ought be to go, than I. 

La. Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr Mr. Monh. 1 

Man: As old, Madam, as Love, Honour, and Obey / 
Whena Woman will ſtop at nothi Boy wrong, why 
ſhould a Man ballance any thing, thar's right ? 

La. Gra. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting chiag⸗— 

Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſury 
to diſpel Tumours: tho? I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
to do this — This is only what, upon the fame Provo- 
cation, I would do 71 ſelf. 

La. Grace. Ay! You would do! Barchelors 
Wives, indeed, are Baar gevern d. 

Man. If the married Men's Weg ne well<u am apt 
to think we ſhould not ſee fo many aaitual Plagues 
taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 

Lg. Grace, Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſes 
would you part with a Wife, TT; nen 
ſtays out, in the beſt Com | 

L. Towp. Well ſaid, Ser an; Grate! come, ſtand up for 
the Privilege of your Ser! This is like to be a werm 
Debate Il gdify. 

Man. Madam, I "fink a Wife, Shi Midnighy, has 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Huſ- 
ef and that Bi Led yent 8 Hours make che 

pany the Company ſhe can fall into. 

* Erd. B. But, if Nut of Condition are to keep 
company with one another; how is it poſſible to he 
done, unleſs one conforms to their Hour 

Mas. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breeding 
obliges her to conform to other People's Viees. © 

5 L. Town. 
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I. Toms. I doubt, Child, here. we are got a little 

on the wrong fide of the Queſtion. | 

Lua. Grace. Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the Cate 

ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it— People of Quality are 

not tyed down to the Rules of thoſe, who have their 

Fortunes to make. 

Man. No People, Madam, arc aboye being ryed 
down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 

La. Grate, Pooh! I'm ſare, if you were to take my 
ſide of the Argument, you would be able to ſay Ons 
thing more for it. 

I. Town, Well! what fay 4 to chat, Manly 7 
Man, Why troth! my lord, I have 80 to M 
** Grace. Ay! that 1 ' ſhould be glad to hear now! 
L. Tun. Out with it! 
an. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I have of- 

ten thought, that the Miſ conduct of my. Lady has, 

ina great meaſure, been owing to your Lordſhip's Treat- 
ment of her. 

IL. Grace, Bleſs me! ETSY al 

L. Town. My Treatment! 

. Man. Ay my Lord, you ſo idoliz d her before Mar- 

riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after 

it: in ſhort, you continued the Lover, when you ſhould 
have taken up the Husband. 

I. Graw. O frightful! this is worſe than t 'orher ! 

can a Husband love a Wife too well! 

Man. As eaſily, e. as a Wife may love a Huſ- 

band too little. . 

L. Town; So! you two are never like to agree, 1 find. 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother; — Iam afraid 
we are both of a Mind already. .[4/ide.]; And do you, 
at this rate, ever hope to be 2 r. Manly ? 

Mak. Never, Madam; till I can meet with a Wo- 

man that likes my Doctrine. | 
La. Grace, 'Tis pity. but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 
Man. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the Woman 

that won't hear it. | 
La. Grace. 1 think, at leaſt, he can't ſay, that's me. 
Alde. 
mn, And to, my Lord, by giving her more 88 
* t 


* 
* 
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than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; 
having ſuch entire ' Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is nor Miſtreſs 
of her ſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn'd upon the fame — 

L. Town. O Manly! tis too true! there” 5 the Scurec'of 
my Diſquiet! the knows,and has abus'd her Power! : Nay, 
I am ftill ſo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) tis not an 
Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience 1 gave 
her another Bill for five Hundred, to throw away. 
Man. Well — my Lord! to Jer you ſee, I am ſome- 
times upon the fide of Good- nature, I won't abſolutely 
blame you; for the greater your Indulgence, the more 
you have to reproach her with. 

La. Grace. Ay Mr. Manly / herenow, 1 begin to com 
in with you: who knows, my LEG you may hate a 
good Account of your Kindneſs ! | 

Man, That, I am afraid, we had not beſt 128 
2 But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on with it a day or two more! and upon. 
her Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 
Expoſtulation ; if that don't work— drop her ſome cool 
Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and leave her — to 
breakfaſt upon em. 

L. Town, You are perfectly right! how valuable i is a 


Friend, in our Anxiety! 


Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, 1 beg, aur 
the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. 

La. Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs 3 let's have done 
with this. b 

IL. Town. With all my Heart. 'S 

La. Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. ah? 

Man. A propos I have ſome, Madam; and, I 3 


my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind 


L. Town. Pray, let's have it. 

Man. Do you know, that your Contitty Neighbour, 
and my Wiſe Kinſman 'Sir. Francis igefa is nnz 
to Town with his whole Family? 

L. Town. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 

Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure you 
No leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation: nol 74 

L. Town. * | N 2 

| | Man. 
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„Aan. He has carried his Election e as 
e . 
I. Tews. The Duce! what! for— for—— 
Man. The famous Borough of Guzzledown / 
I. Town. A proper eſentative, indeed. 
La. Grace. Pray, Mr. don't I krow him? 


3 
La. Gra be, that, got alictle merry be- 
fore Dinner, and overſer DIO, Ay his 
Compliments to my Lady? 
Man. The fame. 
La. Grace. Pray . I know 
but very little of him. 
Man. en he is worth your kuowi I can tell 
| you, Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 
des good two thouſand Pound a Year: Th A. 
it was deft him, ſaddled with two Joyntures, 

— 


1 it, there is no ſaying 
— e might l 
a profuſe, young 


Huſſy, for Love, without 
of Money! Thus having, like bis brave 


breeds like a tame Pidgeon) he now Ps Children 


nnd Intereſt- money 2 ſuch a bawling about bis Ears, 
> wh at laſt, he has taken the friendly Advice of his 


two thouſand Pound more in Debt, to yu the whole 
Management of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, 
that he may be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, 
by being a Parliament Man. | 
L. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 
Man. And with this politick Proſpect, ub now up- 
on his Journey to London ?“:D!! 1 5 
L. Town. 5 hat can it end 2 
Mas. P a Journey into Count again. 
TL. Town. Do you think he Il flir, 21 Money's 
gone? or at leaſt, till the Seſſion is over? 


fit long enough to givc his Vote for a are yours 
4 own. How ſo? 


Man, 


Man. You have din'd wich him, Madam, when 1 


Anceſton, provided Heirs for the Family (for bis Dave 


Kinſman, the . Lord Danglacourt, to run bis Eſtate 


Man. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 


8 7 * 


ſhall be done, in as few 


. ne n rr 
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Aer. O! n birter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce « Votez in 


che whole Town, beſide the Officer Sit 
obn will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the 


uſe, and fend him about his Buſineſs 
L. Town. Then be has made a ine Baſic f i, i 


deed! 
Man. Which, as far as — little Intereſt will go, 


. le. 

La. Grace. But why wou 

man's Fortune, Mr. Manly ? 

Man, No, unde, © wou'd only ſpoil his prey, is 
fave his Forrune. 

La. Grace. How ate you concern'd enough) to do ci 


ther ? 
Man. Sons have ſome Obligations to the Fas 
at this time a 


mil Eſtate; 
which Sic re Sir Baus was a er at Law to: but ——by his 


being a Booby : the laſt r old ons 


cle gave it me. 
ws Enter a Servant. 


Serv, (To Manly) Sir, here's one of your Samet 


from your Houſe, defires to ſpeak with 
Mon. Will you give him 150 to N my Lord? 


L. Town. Sit — the Cremen of your own 
making. 
950 


Man. wen, James] what's the matter nowꝰ/ 
Fam, Sir, here's Fob» Moody's juſt come to Town 


he ſays Sir Francis, and al he Family, will bo hore. 19 | 


night, B — 
Man. Where is 
Jam. — his He has been gapi and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and au- 
ing ey — if they can tell him, where 
he may have Lodging for a Parliament - man, till 
h 


he can hire « handſome e Houle, fic for all bis Fa- 
an, I am afraid, wy Loth, I muſt wait upon Mr. 


, for the Winrer. 
Mood 
L. "Tru, Pr'ythee! let's have him here: Ho will di- 
vert us, Man. 


F 


yon ruin he poor Gamtle- f 


Eu Manly Servant. 


” 


is e Provetd Huuband; ar 
an. O my Lord! he's fuch 4 Cub! Not but bees 


| Family. | Js SET 
La. Grace. I beg of all Things; we may have him: 
I am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never lo 
homely ! 
Man. Then deſire him to come den James. 

„ PA} v4 7; Exit Jann 
IL Sue. bey wbet may be Mr. Moody's. Poſt ?. 
Man. O] his Maitre D' Hotel, his Butler, bis. Bai- 
liff, his Hind, bis Huntſman 3 and ſometimes — bis 
Companion. 
Ln. It runs in my Head, that the Moment this 
Knight has ſer him down, in the Houſe, he will get 
up, to give them the earlieſt Proof, of What Impor- 
abe is to the Publick, in his own County, 
Man. Ves, and when they have heard him, he will 
find, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued: AL — 
ſomerimes being invited ro Dinner. 

La. Grace. And ber Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will Lb 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 

Mas. That you may depend upon: For (if I don't 
miſtake). ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, 
than ſhe yet knows, of: And ſhe will fo improve. in 
this rich Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the 
Ladies, that will let her into their Houſes: And run 
in Debt to all-the Shop-keepers, that will let her into 
their Books: In ſhort, before her Important * 
bas made five Pounds, by his Eloquence, at od cas 
fer; She will have loſt five hundred at Dice, 

drill, in the Pariſh of St. Jamass. 


L. Town. So that, by that time he is declared unduly 


Elected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their-Mo- 
ney 3 and his Worſhip —— wilt be ready for a Jay]. 


'Man. Yes, Pig thar I reckon will cloſe-the — 
Journey to P 5 here: 


of this ho 


comes the Fore-horſe of the Team! 


. Enter John Moody. | 10 . | 


1% kN 


Oh ! Honeſt © John ! 


7. Mood. Ad's waunds, and heart ! Maſter Many! 


I'm 


ſo- neat Common Senſe, that he els 2 Wit i in the 
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I'm glad I ha” 1 Lawd ! lawd!” give me 2 Buls! 
Why that's friendly naw ! Fleſh ! I thought we ſhould 
— ha' 
ſter ; Good lack ! © * rb 
neſs ——1T did not ſee, at his Honor was here. 
L. Town. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am to 
ſee you in London. 1 hope all the good Family is well. 
7. Mood. Thanks be praisd your Honour; they are 
all in pretty good Heart; chof? we have on ad a power 
of Croſſes up* oth” Road. nen Wy + 
La. Grace. [_ hope y Lady ha . as Ear, 
Mr. Moody. © 25 us; 
J. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Ladydtip, the was 
never in better Humour: — 0 7 2 72 
4 ſlirring now. 
| Man. What has bien ehe biatten; 7 rt 4 
l J. Mood. Why we came up, in 4 Huny, you 
” BK mun think, that our Teens: was nor ſa gh as 24 


ſhould be: / | ne 
Man. Come, tell us 1 — Pray Hoke ä ? 
J. Mood. Why i'th' awld Coach, Maſter; and cauſe 
my Lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe 
would have a uy po of Cart - Horſes clapt to th*-four 
old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſne went up tb 
London, in her Coach and — And ſo Giles Joulter che 
Plowman rides Poſtilion! £0408. 43d fore - 
Man. Very well! Tbe Jou rey ſets out as it ſhould 
do. t "ns do they! bring all Ire W | 
them too? nes 
J. Mood. Noa, non, the = uoire, and 
Miſs Jenny. "The other Foie —— 0 80 board, at 
half a Crown a Head, a Week, with ous Growſe, on 
Smoak-Dunghil fam. FART 1 , 
| Man. Good again! A dem Enghlh Acatemy fr 
younger Children! 0 
F. Mood. Anon, Sir! | [ Not underſtanding lin 
Man. The Lud a Mercy upon all good Folks! What 
Work will theſe People make! ¶ Holding up his Hands. 
Z. Town. And when do you expect them here, John? 
| J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha” come Veſter- 
day, an' it had no' been, that th' owld ime 
0¹ 


got biber! — and how d'ye do Me- 
ardon, for my Bawld- 
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Horſe d; And then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, that 
the — — Craſh ! — at once, in 


agg Rat, Lane, and there we loft four Hour, 'afore 
we could ſet things to 


alchei —_ 0 
1 — 80 __ bring ggage, with the Coach 
en 
„ Albod, A 12 | ay! and good Store on't there. i 15 — 
Vby, my alone were as much as fill'd four 
Pare Tk = ihe great being. © that ber 
the Mon t upon 
I Los and Men Ha!] ha! hal 4 1 
Ls. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray: Note mary 


are they within —— Coach? 
Lady, * his Worſhip; 


and the younk — and Miſs Jenm, and the fat 
Lap- Dog, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll 
Srepe the Cook, that's all —— Only Doll puked 2 little 
with riding backwards, fo. they hoiſted her into the 
Coach-Box — And then her Stomach was 
51 re. OD HI em! Lice en go by we. — Ah ha! 
{ Laughing, 

19 Mood. Then yow mun think; Meſter, there was 
ſome Stowage' for th' Belly, as well as th' Back too: 
Childer are apt to be famiſht upo' th' Road]; ſo we had 
ſach Cargoes of Plumb- Cake, and Baskets of Tongue, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef And 
then in caſe of gichneſs, Bottles of Brandy, 
Plague - Water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty 
as made th' owId Coach crack again ! Mercy ey * 
and ferid-'et all well to Town, I ſay. 
- Man, A And well out on't again, Fobn.- He, 
.- Ods bud! — — wiſe Mon; and, 

for that Matter, ſo am I — W hoam's, whoam, I ſay: 
but little Good, e' re fin*. we turn'd 
our Backs onꝰt. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Dovil's 
1 or —— plagued us, awth' dey __ Crack! 
one thi Bawnee! goes another, oa! ſays 
— ſowiſg! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough. 
aw! cries _ Seream go the Maids | and buw), 
-zuſt as an' thof were ſtuck! And ſo Mercy on 


us! this was — rade from Morning ro "_ 
ut 


t 
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hae But my Lady was in ſach murrain haſte to be here, that 
— fer out ſhe would, - "ne" 1 be 1 it was CO 

mas Day. 

Mas. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, 5— 1 

ach 7, Mood. Ah, Mester! 1 ba fecn 4 lirtle of em: 

And I find that the beſt den he's mended, won't 
bh much Goodneſs to ſpare, 
d T. us Well laid, Fobs. Hz! ha! 
16a» J Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun hw s me whoam! 
th Codach will be coming every Hour naw —— — bur 
Meafter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out; for he 
has hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 
- on you, » that time he can ue on a Clean Neck- 


70 2 obs.) I'll wait upon bim. 
you wonno” be ſo kind, ul ye? 

5 Jo "If you'll Lt me where yay lodge. 
. Mood. Fett ich Street next to where your w or- 
ſhip dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ba!l— It's Gold all 
over; where they 2 Ribands, and Flappits, and othet 
ing. ſort of Geer for Gentle women. 
Was Man. A Milliner's ? 
0: 22 Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly's —Well Meaſter- 

Town. My Service to Sit Francis, and my-Lady, 


nd * Grace. And mine, ine, pray Mr. Moody. | 
dy, 22 Mood. Ah, your Honors; they'll be proud on' t, I 


m. , "Har ru bring my Compliments my ſelf : So honelt 

ohn ——— 

J. Mood. Dear Meaſter Monly / che Goodneſs of Good- 
nels bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit ]. Moody. 

L. Town: Whats natural Creature tis? 

La. Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Company. 

L. Town. O! the Tramontane! If this were known 
at half the Ogadrille- Tables in Town, they wou'd lay 
down their Cards to laugh at you. 

La. Grate. And the Ifiaute they took them up again, 
they would do the ſame at the Laſers gut to let 
bi. you ſer, that I think * Company may e 
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want Cards, to keep them „What think you, 
if we three ſat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour at ee 
Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 
La. Grace. No Matter! I ſhall have as much Adyan- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of. me. * 
I. Town. Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you then! 
Here! Get the Ombre-Table, and Cards. [Ex. L. Town, 
La. Grace. Come, Mr. Manly —— I know you don't 
forgive me now ! eee. 
an. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 
thinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 
paſs my Time ſo agrecably ? ne a 
La. Grace. I am ſorry my Lord is not here to take his | 
Share of the Compliment —— But he'll wonder what's 
become of us! _ oa TEEASIS Ob 
Man. I'll follow, in a Moment, Madam Ex. La. Cr. 
It muſt be ſo She ſecs, I love ber 
Yet with what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Ex- 
planation? How amiable is every Hour of her Con- 
duct? What a vile Opinion have I had of the whole 
Sex, for theſe ten Years paſt, which this ſenſible Crea- 
ture has recover'd in leſs than One? Such a Compani- 
on, ſure, might compenſate all the irkſome Diſappoint- 
ments, that Pride, Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, . 
W hat Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives, 
Vain Rovers, then, might Envy, what they Hate, 
And only Fools would mock the Married State. 
Eri. 
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SCENE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Count Baſſet and Mrs. Motherly. 


C. Baſ. 1 TELL you, there is not ſuch a Family in 

England, for you! Do you think I would 
have gone out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was 
not ſure to make you eaſy for the Winter? Moth. 


and 
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Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Farliament- Man; and when Peo- 
ple may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out 
of Humour, you know, when a * counes to ask for 
one's Own —— 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head 
His Pay is as good as the Bank! —— Why he has above 
Two thouſand Pound a Year! 

Moth. Alas-a-day ! that's Nothing: Your People of 
ren thouſand a Ycar, have ten thouſand Things to do 
with it | 

2 Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 

4 do you think of going a ttle with me, 

Mes 's. Motherly ? | 

2 As how? 

* Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, . 

if 2 3 me, that is, help me to play it, you 
ſhall go five hundred to nothing. 

Hub. Say you ſo? +—— Why then, I go, S 
and now pray let's ſee your Game. f 

C. Baſ. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie EA 
—— When I was down this Summer at York, I hap- 
ned to lodge in the ſame Houſe with this Knight s Las 
955 that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you ſo, Sir? 

C. Baſ. And ſometimes had the Honour to Breakfaſt 
$-an idle Hour with her — | 
oth, Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would 
have the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! pr'ythee hear me! | 

Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Six- 
pence for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin- 
Money — no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of ir! 
C. Baſ. Nay! t you ou won't have Patience —— *- 

Moth. One had have a good deal, I am ſure, 
to hear you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Neice Myriilla caly? 

C. Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it ſtill, if the Woman will 


but let me {$ 


2 Had not you 3 Leuer from her rhis Morn- 5 
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C. Baſ. 1 have it here in my Pocket +—-chis & dt. 


ſwer to it. | 
C. Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me? 
- Moth. What ! heur you talk of another Woman? | 
C. Ba. O lad! O lud! I tell you, IH make her Fore 
tune — Ounds! I'll marry her. | 


| ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not fo ſharp fer, now, 


1 . Hey-day! why your Head begias to 
Cc ! y your turn 
yon Fa not think I propos'd te 


. * 
my dear ! The Devil! 
her my ſelf! , 
Moth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will 
marry her? h 
C. Baj. Why, a Fool «<— | 
Moth. Humh ! there muy be Senſe in that 
C. Baſ. Very good One for t'other then; if I can 
help her to a Husband, why ſhonld not you come into 
my Scheme of helping me to = Wife ? 1 
Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable 
Afiin, you know, you muy 'Sommund me but pray 
where is this blefſed Wife und Husbund to be hat? 
C. Ba. Now have a little Patience — Yog muſt 
khow chen, this Gun ry Knight, und hs Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eideſt Son, and 's 
Baughter, toreach them to—weſk-theirFaces, ah turn 
their Toes out. | 
Moth. Good! TCH 11 8 
O. Buſ. The 80ni an unlick d Whelp, about fxteen, 
taken from School; and begins to hanker after every 
— ——_— 1 iter, 898 
ame Ape, à pert, (forward - Who Having eight 
thouſand ir" "oh left her by un wh Aeg Ged. 
— ſerms ko uwe adi Mind td be Joing, in her 
ay too. | | h 
Moch. And your Deßgu is, to put her into Buſincls 


for Life? | 
Lock you, in' ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we Gen- 


C. Baſ. 
glemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, 3 
8 | our 


{ Shews , and puts it up again 
Moth. Ay, but 1 don't find yon have made any An- 


Morh. A likely matter! if you would not do it when 


r Wea Us 
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four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you, know, ta have a 
Wheel out of Order: which, | confeſs, i is ſo much — 4 
Caſe, at preſent, that my Dapple Greys are reduced 

2 Pair of Ambling Chuir- men: Now if, wigh 

ftance, I can whip up this young Jade 1 Lou 
Coach, I may chance, ©.2 TE two after, to carry 
her in my own Os, en to an Opera. Now 


what do Me ou, y to me ? 
— for thinking of it. 
of, By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 
haw will The b 


Moth. Why, I ſhall not fle 
But how will you prevent the amily' s ſmoaking your 
Doan 
4 Jo aughter like that, think you ? 
C. Baſ. Very well whilſt it covers her ana Affair. 
Moth. That's true — it muſt do —-—— but, as you 
ſay, one for t'ather Sir —I ſtick to that — if * don't 
do my Neice's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow you 
with the Daughter, depend upow't. 
C. Baſ. It's a Bett—— pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the five hundred ſhall be 24, in a third Hand. 
Math. That's honeft— But here comes my Neice! thall 


we let her into the Secret? 
C. Bf. Time enough! may be, I may touch * it. 


Enter Myrtilla. 


Moth. So Neiee, are all the Rooms done out, and 
the Beds ſheered ? 
Ayr. Yes Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 
always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 
none in the Houſe. 

Meth. Odfo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; this 
is 4 2 Time, you know. f Exit Ms. 4 

Baf. Myriifla } how doſt thou do, — 

"ow As well as a lofing Gameſter can 

C. Raf. Why, what have you loſt? 

Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, you 
that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better for t. 

C. Baſ. Why Child, d daſt thou ever ſee any bod over- 
joy'd for winning 42 deep Stake, ſix Months after it's 
over? 

Ayr. Wonld I had never play'd for it! 
* 2 C ; * C. Baſ. 
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C. Baſ. 'Pſhaſh! hang theſe melancholy Thoughts? 
we may be Friends ſtill. mY 10 
e en- fappols 1 meld h 

C. Baſ. Uſeful ones, perhaps ſu 0 
thee = Husband ? F | 1 ele 
Myr. 1 ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, that 
will take me off o' your hands. 1 
C. Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 
I the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? © 
C. Baſ. Nay I only give you the hint, Child; it may 


be worth your while, atleaſt, to look about you—Hark! 


what Buſtle's that without? 
Enter Mrs. Motherly in haſte, 


Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 
Door ! they are all come! | 
C. Baſ. What, already? | 
Moth. They are juſt getting out —— won't you 
ſtep, and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Neice! 
I muſt run and receive them. —_ Mrs. Motherly. 
C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. [Exit Count. 
Myr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, 
as long as I live— a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I have 
been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he wants 
to be rid of me, and yet 'tis not above ſix Months, ſince, 
like a mercileſs Highway-man, he made me deliver all 
J had in the World —I am fure, I beg'd piteouſly to 


| fave but one poor ſmall Bawble! could I have kept 
that, I had ſtill kept him: but while Women are weak, 


Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their 
Joys, and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch 
innocent Favours, as make them adore us; we can never 
be well, *cill we grant them the very one, that puts an 
end to their Devotion.— But here comes my Aunt, and 
the Company. P 2 


Mrs. Motherly returns, ſhewing in Lady Wronghead 
| led by Count Baſſet. | 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into _ 
| 4 ate 
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pulour, Madam, only for the 2 till your Ser- 
yants have got all your Things in 4 
* Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely ob- 
og — I protell, it = me Pain tho', to turn you 
1 0 2 Lod -odging gt 
C. Baſe rouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſin- 
gle Favs are ſoon mov d: beſides, Mrs: Motherly's my 
old Acquaintange, and I could not he her Hindrance, 
Moth. The Count is ſo well bred, Madam, I dare 
ſay he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 


Ladyſhi — 
ong/ Odear Madam! — 1 good well-bred ſort 
i Won, e Il Abart to the Count. 
C. Baſſet. O Madam, ſhe is very much among Peo- 
ple of of Gai ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe. 
rong. Are there a good many People of Quali- 
ty 7 this , Mrs. Motherly ? 
Moth. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them. | 
La. Wrong. I am mig TI dro MY ten, 2 
— Peop 15 of Quality always live among one 
another. 
C. Baſ. Tis what one would chuſe, indeed, Madam. 
La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children all 
this while? 
Math. Sir Francis, Madam, 1 believe i is taking Care 
of them. 


Sir Fran. EA John Moody ! ſtay you Callas hs 
Coach, and ſee all our Things our — Come, C 


Meth. Here they are, Madam. * 
Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Mij5 Jenny. 
* Fren. Well, Count! I mun ſay it, this was koynd, 
C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you wel- 
come to London. 
Sir Fran. Pſhah! how doſt do Mon — Waunds, I'm 
glad to ſee thee! A good ſort of a Houſe this?: 
7 2 yl chat Maſter Richard. * 
ir Fran Ey! that's you Hopeful why d. 
not Baw, Dick ? a * 6 574 


The Previt'd Hubord ; or, 
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af. Sir, I am 7 
Fore | is grown fo, I ſhauld not have known her, 
Li — Come forward, Jenny. 
Fienny. — Pa = go do you think I don't know how 
to behave m 
1 40 Baſ. l 1 approach Fler, Si 
rancis 
Jenny. Lord, Sir! 1 am in duch a frightful Pickle— 
[ Salute, 


. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt became you, 


Madam,— you have been a long Journey. 
Jemy, Top you will ſce mein a better, To-morrow, 


fla Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing ta Myrrill, 
5. Only NG of mine, Madam, that lives with 
me; ſhe wil) be proud to give your Ladyſhip any Aſſi- 
ſtance, in her Power. 
La. Wrong. A pretty fort of a young wens 
* two 87 be 1 
„ 
r. You do me a great 
Madam, your Ladyſhip p's welcome to Landes. 
enny. bak 1 — her Prodigioully : ſhe cab 


e Rik. Rich. Fuß Mother, maun't I be acquainted with 
er too ! 

La. Wrong. You! ou Clown! till learn 2 
little more Breeding = oY. 2 
Sir Fran. Od's heart! my Lady Wronghead ! ive 
you baulk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Bre 
if he does not 3 himſelf forward? 

1 hy ay Feather, does Mother think 'a 
I'd be uncivil to her? 
Me. Maſter has ſa much good Humour, Madam, he 
would ſoon gain upon any Body. CA kits Myr. 
Sau. Rich. Lo' you theere, Moather: and yow would 

bur b uiet ſhe a, I ſhould do well en 
* ſo familiar, 


Yong. wo how now, Sirrab * ! Boys muſt not 
Sq 
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. Rich. Why, an I know nobody, haw the Mur- 
_— I dy Time here, in a ſtrange Place? 
Naw you, and I, and Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an 
Arn: Spent for pour lf, Sir! dye rhink Ipleyarſack. 
| eng. or TIC, thi at ſuch 
R en Re TIRng 
S$qu. Rich. Why and you woan't, yo“ ma' let iraloane; 
then ſhe, and }, may hap, will have a bawt at All-fours, 
withour you. A. 5 
Sir Fran. Noa! noa! Dick, that wont do neither ; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Myr. If Mafter pleaſes, FI! ſhew it him. | 
Su. Rich. What! tht Humber, Hoy day! why does 
eur River run to this Tawn, Feather ? 281 
Sir Fran. Pooh! you ſilly Tony! Ombre is a Geam 


- 


at Cards, that the better Sort of People play three to- 


her at. | 
Su. Rich, Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but Siſter 
is always fo croſs-grain'd—— 
— Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 
one has really been ſtufft up in « Coach ſo long, 
that — Pray Madam — could not I get a little Powder 
for my Hair? | 
Mir. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 
| WES. [ Exe. Myr. and Jenny. 
Feu. Rich. What, has Siſter ta'en her away naw! m 
I'll go, and have a little game with em. [ Ex, after them. 
La. Wrong. Well Count, I hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodging, but you will come, and be at 
home here ſometimes? | | 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of Mut- 
ton with naw and tan, when thou'ſt now ght to do. 
C. Baſ. Well Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make bur 
very little Ceremony. i 
ir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty! | 
Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your ſelf, 
with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think I have 


pretty good. mY 
| La. Mrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherlyz but I be- 
vero ue dad des have it dove Bid a 


"Moth. 
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' Moth. wa n Madam: it ſhall be imme; 
ach, [ Exit Mrit N 6 


La. Wro Won't you walk Sir? 
Fir Ls. img. Wor * 
C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for 'Sir Francis, Madam? 


ſe 


I. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him! he will come, if 

41 he likes it, 

11 Lir Fran. Ay, ay, ne' er heed me——1T ba- things to — 
Ti look after. [ Ex. Lady Wrong. and Count Bal 1 
[ Enter John Moody. 4 
1 J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? 

0 * Fran. Ay, is the Coach clcar'd? and all our Things y 
5 A 


F, Mood. Aw but a few Bandboxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th* Gooſe Poy But a Plague on him, 
th' Monkey has gin us the flip, I think — I lyppoſ 
he's: goan to ſee his relations; for here looks to 
Power of um in this Tawn —— but heavy Ralph is 
skawer'd after him. 

Sir Fran. Why let him go to the Devil! no matter, and 
the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe — but I wiſh 
the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th' Inn! This is 
a ſharp Tawn, we mun.look about us here, Jobn, there- 
fore I would have you goa alung with Roger, and ſee 
that no Body runs away with them before they get to 
the Stable. 

J. Mood. Alas-a-day, Sir; I believe our awld Cattle 
woant yealily be run away with to-night —but howſome 
dever, we'lt ta' the beſt care we can of um, poorSawls, 

Sir Fran. Well, well! make haſte then 

[Moody goes * and returns, 
7. Mood. Ods fleſh! ke Meter Manly come ta 
wait upo* your Worſhip! 
Sir Fran. Wheere is he? 
F. Mood. Juſt coming in, at threſhold. 
Sir Fran, Then goa about your Buſineſs. - 


[ Exit Moody: 
Enter Manly. 


Corti Monly! Sir, I am your very humble Servant. t 
May. I heard you were come, Sir Francis —— and — ] 
it 4 
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e · Fir Fran. Odsheart! this was ſo kindly done of you naw! 
y. Aan. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for I con- 
fefs, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen you 
in any other Place. To wen cn > 
Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? | | 
if W Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake: I'm not concern'd. 
Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin! thof I know you wiſh - 
me well; > os I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch 
weighty Reaſons for what T have done, that you will 
ſay, By this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made in 
my Life. | | 
"Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin ; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one—— your Ele- 
ion did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Fran, Why ay! it's true! That — that did lick 
a little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet 
that I'm a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick ones {elf - 
whole again. a 
Man. Nay if you have that Secret —— | 
Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Coufin — you'll find 
that I know ſomet ing. | 
Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 
glad to know it too. | | 
Sir Fran. In ſhort then, IT have a Friend in a Cor- 
ner, that has let me a little into what's What, at Ves. 
ninſter that's one Thing! * 55 
Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you? 
Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
„ Folks? TE "009 | 
. Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage 
of different Qualifications. 
. Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that I 
Oo WW have liv'd all my Days i'th' Country —— what then — 
. I'm o'th' Quorum I have been at Seſſions, and I 
have made Speeches theere! ay, and at Veſtry too 
and mayhap they may find here, — that I have 
brought my Tongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 
C me, naw ? 5 | | 
Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin; I'am afraid 


Fo 2 


ER S oc 


the firſt Occafion you will have for your Eloquence 
bere, will be, to ſhew that you have any Right to make 
ry © uſe of it at all, | n f 


Sir 
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Sir. Fram. How 44 
2 That Sir Jabs Hartblond has lodg'd a Potj 
4 2 
* Roy Petition! why ay! there let it | yer 
find a way to deal with rs I warrant you! pa 


ou far o'th' Wrung fide, Moni 
P « fangs Cours Sir ob Francis, de will 28 but litre! 
ſervices for in Caſes very nototious (Which 1 tab tb 
rs to be) chere is ſuch a Thing as a Short Day, aui 
ching them immediately. 
Sir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend big 
home again, the better. 

Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, to 
repair your Fortune? 

Sir Fran; In one word, Couſin, I think i it my Duty! 
the Wrongheads have been a conſiderable Family, eve 
ſince En was Exglaud ; and ſince the World know 
I have Talents wherewithall, they ſhan't ſay it's ny 
Fault, if I don't make is good a Figure as any that ever 
were at the Head on't. 
Man. Nay! this Project, as yay have laid it, will come che 
up to ang thing your Anecitars have done theſe fie 
hundred Years, _. | 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work 1 mayhep 1 
hav'n't told yon all, neither. 

Man. You aſtoniſh me! what! and is it full as pri- 
Ricable as what you have told me! 

Sir Fran. Ay, thoP” I Gy it — every whit, Couſin! 
ou'll find that I have more Irons i'th' Fire than one 0 
doan't come of a Foal's Exrand ! | 

Man. Very well. , 

Sir Fran. to a word, my Wife bet got 6 Friend 1 
Court, as well us my ſelf, and her Powghtor Jenpy i 
naw pretty well grown up 

Man, [ Afde, | — And what in the Devil's Nane 
would he do with the Dowdy? 

Sir Fran. Naw, if I Qoan's lay in for a Husband for 
her, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking _ 
ſelf. — | 

Aan. Not unlikely. 

Sir Fran, There — 1 have 
ber to be Maid of Honour. 


ame Th 0 
oughtrot gering 
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Aan. e 
Ivut I muſt hear him our. — Pray Sir Francis, do yu 
think her Eduoation has yer qualified her for « Court ? 
Sir Fran. Why! the Girl is a little roo 
it's true! bat the has Tongue enough : ſhe wont be 


ot! Then ſhe ſhall loarn to daunce forthwith, and 


a wa 


that will ſoon reach hee haw to fond ſtill, you know. 

Max. Very well; but when the is ths accomplithr, 
you muſt till wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chwnct for 
that every Day, Couſin !. For if I take it right, that's 
Poſt, that Folks are not more willing to ger into, than 
they are to get out of —«—it's like an Ginge Tree, 
upon that accawnt—— it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit 
that's ready to drop, at the ſame timm. 

Man. Well, Sir, yon beſt know how ro muke good 
your Pretenfions! Bar here is my Lady, and my 
young Couſins? I ſhould be glad to foe them too. 

Sir Fran. bits tern? Boe — a Diſh of Tea with 
„ 

e g a 
Sir Sir Fran, Ds heart 2 mun fee he! — 
3 ry pen 1 ave 4 in * World!—Here! 
Sweetheart! [To # Servant 10ithows. ) priythee defire 
Lady, and be Gentleman, to come dawn a biz el bes 
here's Couſin Manly come to wait her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Genrleman be? * 

Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 
Count Baſes. 

Man. Oh! is it he? Your Family vin be ing. 
rely happy in his Acquaintance. 

Sir Frau. Troth! I think fo too: He's the civileſt 
Man that ever I knew in my Life——why ! here he 
would go out of his own Lodging, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my Family. Was n't that kind, 
naw 

Man, Extreamly civil <— the Family is in admi - 
table hands already f 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely —all the 
Time of 79% Races, ſhe would never be withaut him. 

Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudeat Man, 

you 


/ 
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Company 

Sir Fran. W A that's it! and 1 chink therecoul 
not be ſuch 

Man. Why — for her Purpoſe, I think not. 

Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he — he ſtonds a leetle 
too much upon Ceremony; that's his fault. 

Man. O never fear! he Il mend that every Due. 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 

Hir Fran. $0! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs, Motherly 


. La. ron, Couſin Manly! this is infinitely obliging 
Tam extreamly glad to fee you. 

Man. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam; I am 
glad to ſcey our Lady — look ſo well, after your Journey. 
La. Mron. Why really] coming to Londen is pt i 
put a little more 1151 in one's Looks. 

Man. Vet the way of living here, is very apt to deaden 
the Complexion—— and give me leave to tell you, as 2 
Friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt Place in 


8: the World, for a good Woman' to grow better in. 


Ls. Wrong. Lord Couſin! how ſhould People evet 
make any « Wa in Life, that are always'moap'd up in 
the, Count 

C. Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing in 
a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your humble 
Servant ——a-hem, 

Man. Familiar Puppy. [ 4fde.} Sir, 'our moſt obe- 
dient I muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my 
Suſpicion of him. (ff 

C. Baſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Sir? 

Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in. | 
C. Baſ. Pray — what — was there any thing done 
there? 

Man. Much as uſual, Sir, the ſame daily Carcaſſes, 


and the ſame Crows * them. 


C. Baſ. The Demoivre Baronet hadabloody Tumble, 
yeſterday. . 
Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him ? 


C. Baſ. No faith! I came in when i it was all over — 
| | I thiok 


2 
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I think J juſt made a couple of Bett with him, took 
up a cool hundred and ſo went to the King's Arm. 

La. Aron. What a genteel, caſy Manner he has! [ Aſidr. 

Man. Avery — Acquaintanoe en here. 


Euter Sguire Richard, with 4 wet brown Paper on bis Face. 


Sir Fran. How naw, Dick / what's the matter with 
thy Forehead, Lad? 7 94 A | 
20 —— en a knuck upo -t. * 
M ron. w did you come by it, you beed- 
leſs Creature? R * Aa! 
Sgu. Rich. Why I was but running after Siſter, and 
other young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw? 
and ſo with that, they ſlupt the Door full in my Feace, 
and e me ſuch a whurr here I thowght they: 
had beaten my Brains out! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown 
Paper here, to ſwage it a while. — 
La. Wron. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you 
never have done with your Horſe- play? SEATS: 
Sir Fran. Pooh ! never heed it, Lad! it will be well 
by to-morrow — the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 
Man. Yes truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a comfort- 
able thickneſs. I. Ads. 
Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly— Sir, this 
is your God-ſon. | u 1 23 
La. Mron. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Miſs Jenny. 


Seu. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 
ask your Bleſſing. | 

Man. Thou haſt it, Child —— and if it will do thee 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a 
Man as thy Father. | 

La. Mron. Miſs Jenny / don't you ſee your Couſin, Child? 

Man. And for Thee, my pretty Dear —{ Salutes her.] 
mayꝰſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as thy Mother. 
Jen. I wiſh I may ever be ſo Handſome, Sir. 

Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 
High-gate. 1 LA id, q 


- 


there ſo I brought her to Landon, Sir, to learn 2 
little more Reſerye and Modeſty. ak: | 
Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it —eve- 
27 omes ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it — 

here's the good Gentle woman of the Houſe, looks like 
a knowing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo good u Y 
nk Als, Sir: Mi — Rand long in nerd of w 
- Moth. ir, Miſs won't in 
Inſtructions. 4 WD pad "0A 
Mas. That I dare ay: What thou canſt teach her, 
_ ſhe will ſoon be Miftrels of. IAI. 

If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at het 

ICC. "'GO1, 7 | & Fer 2 "2 MW 

La. Yrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Bas. . kinds 5 civil, truly ——1T think 


* 


„n 


are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. a 
Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 1 
C. Be/. Humh! I' gad I don't like his Looks — be Il 77 


ſeems a little ſmonky —— I believe I had as good bruſh ol 
off ——- If 1 ftay, 1 don't know but he may ask me he 


ſome odd Queſtions. 1 | Afiat. 
Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but binder 
the Family N 


C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir I was juſt thinking of 
going — He don't care to leave me, I fee: but it's 
no matter, we have time enough. ¶Aſide.] And fo La- 
dies, without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 

| [ Ex. Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter. | © 

La. Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux WW be 

Fll lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 
Dat: it in ber Pocket. 

Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin? | 

Man. Ol my Lady muſt have a great many Affairs 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey. 
La. Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much leſs eve- 
ty Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or other, 0 
Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment I mi 
here, Madam. | ; 
3 Tenny. 


no 
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Jem. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 
Man. Nor you neither, I dare fay, my young Miſtreſs. 
- "Jenny. I hope not, Sir. | 
Man. Hab! Miſg Mettle! Where are you going, Sir? 
Fir Fran. Only to ſee you to th' Door, Sir. 
Man. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with- 
dut Ceremony, ©  _ f 
Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will bave me 
Your humble Servant. _ [Exit Man. 
pa This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but of 
an odd 


vw 
— 4 


o 


half fo well as the Counr. | | 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child Couſin 
is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt always 
be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money and no Bo- 
dy knows who he may give it to. D 
La. Wrong. Pſhah! a Fig for his Money! you have fo 
many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a Par- 
liament- Man: What! we muſt make our ſelves Slaves 
to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten Years per- 


Lern 


* baps, in hopes to be his Heirs; and then he will be juſt 


old enough to marry his Maid. „ 
* Moth. Nay, for that Matter, Madam, the Town ſays 
V Ihe is going to be married already. 
Sir Fran, Who? Couſin Manly ? 
La. Wrong. To whom, pray? : 
of MM oth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould know 
„nothing of ir? —to my Lord Townly's Siſter, Lady Grace. 
's 
5 La. Wrong. Lady Grace 
Moth. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers! 
La. Wrong. I don't. like that neither. 
= Fran, Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 
_— 1 
La. Wrong. [ Afide.) If it is not too far gone; at leaſt 
it may be worth ones while to throw a Rub in his way. 
Sau. Rich. Pray Feyther haw Jung will it be to * ? 
Sir Fran. Odfo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, , 
and ask what ſhe can get us? and 4 2 | 
Moth. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids 


mind to. | 


fort of a cruſty Humour I don't like him 


D Sir © 


to ſhew her whete ſhe may have any thing you have a 


—— — — . ——— — 
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Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. _- 

gu. Rich. Ods- fleſn! what is not it i'th* Hawſe yet 1 
I ſhall be famiſhr — but howl'd! I'll go and ak 
Doll, an there's none o*th' Gooſe Poy left. 
Sir Fran. Do ſo, and doeſt hear Dick — ſee if there 
cer a Bottle o'th' ſtrung Beer that came i'th* Coach with 5, 
u; — if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and bring it up. 
© $44. Rich. With a little Nutmeg, and Sugar, ſhawn't 
I, Feviker? | * 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and J always drink it for 
Breakfaſt Go thy ways —— and [I'll fill a Pipe ''th 
mean while. [Takes one — a Pocket-Caſe, and fills it 

Exit Squire Rich. || 
La. Wrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly U 
Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him to 
a little hungry after his Journey. | 
La. Mrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way — 
He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all thi 
Day, I am ſure ] wiſh my poor Girl could cat: 
quarter as much. 8 

Jenny. O for that I could eat a great deal more, Mam: 
ma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like him, 
and ſpoil my Shape. 1 

La. Wrong. Ay fo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full Tantard. 


$qu. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it—— it. 
well I went as I did; for our Dol! had juſt bak'd: 
Toaſt, and was going to drink it her ſelf. 

Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick / [ Drink, 

$44. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. 
La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! 1 wonder you can er 
courage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly L- 
quor —— it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 

Sgu. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and | 
ſleep like a Hawnd after it. [ Drink. 

2 Fran. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Year 
and by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I wan 
Wit: Ha! ha! ; | . 

Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, Pa 
pa, if you would have been govern'd by my — i 

a : * 
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|. Sir Fran. Danghoor he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
yet i has no Wit at all. | ; 
ak Jem. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for I 
f love to govern * 2 | 114% | 
rei Sir Fran. You ate too pert, Child ; it don't do well, 
"ll in a young Woman. 
4 Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſaub her; ſhe has 
vi x fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
will her as dull as her Brother there, 
fol Syu. Rich. [After a long Draught.) Indeed Mother, 1 
th think my Siſter is too forward. | ; | 
Jenny. Lou! you think I'm too forward! ſure ! Bro- - 
ich ther Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any | 
1 thing, but your U | * 8 | | 
La. Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma- 1 
ter, tho? he is your elder Brother. - | 
am $44. Rich; No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
tha ſhe's younger Siſter! * oY: 
at Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick / ſhew em that ſtawt Li- 
quor makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 
am · Hu. Rich, So 1 wull !- and I'll drink ageen, for all 
her ! . | 


Enter John Moody, 

Sir Fran. So John! how are the Horſes? | 

J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion o' this 
Tawn, it's made up o' miſchief, I think! 

Sir Fran. What's the Matter, naw? . 

7. Mood. Why l'ſt tell your Worſhip before we 
were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, | 
a — Lugger- headed Cart, with Wheels as thick as 
a brick Wall, laid hawI'd on't, and has poo'd it aw to 
bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the Coach! 
and Whang! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers! Marcy 
f »pon us! and this be London / would we were aw weell 
1d 'th* Country ageen! Fo ny 
ini. Miſti. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
dun Coun in, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go 
van into the Country again theſe Seven Years, Mamma; let 
Py uy, Conahng be — to Pieces. | 
re vir Fran, Hold your To Was Roger 
oo in no Fault, in all chis? * An 

| D 2 Ze 
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7. Mood. Nea, Sir, nor I, noather—— are not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger, to the Carter, to do ſuch 'an 
unkind thing by 1 Noa, fays he, you Bum» 
kin. Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and fo the 
Folks ſaid that ſtood by well, ſays Roger, 
yow ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will ſay to ye! your 
Meyſter? ſays he; your Meyſter may kiſs my —— and 
ſo he clapt his Hand juſt there, and like your Wor- 
ſhip. Fleſh! I rthowght they had better Ing in 
this Tawn.. | 4 x 

Sir Fra. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I warrant him! 
Ods-bud! If I rake him in hand, I'll play the Devi 
with him. | | | 

$qu. Rich. Ay do, Feyther, have him before the Par- 


liament. 1 
I will make 


Sir Fran. Ods-bud! and fo I will 
him know who I am! where does he live? 
J. Mood, I believe, in London, Sir. 
Sir Fran, W hat's the Raſcal's Name? 
J. Mood. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dick. 
Sgu. Rich. What, my Name! 
Sir Fran. Where did he go? 
JF. Mood. Sir, he went home. 
Sir. Fran, Where's that? +3 
J. Mood. By my Troth, Sir, I doant know! I heard 
him ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to-morrow; 
and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he wou'd pool 
us over and over again. 
or Fran, Will he ſo! Odszooks! get me a Con- 
e. | 
La. Wrong, Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in a Heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that travel 
abroad to ſee the World = For my part, I think 
it's a Mercy it was not oyer-tutt'd before we were all 
. in, my Der. 
ir Fran. ay, that's true again, my Dear. 
La. Wrong. Therefore ſee OY it we can buy 
one at Second-hand, for preſent, Uſe z ſo beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's eaſy. 
F. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could 
have held you aboyc a Day longer. Sf 
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OW Sir Fran. D'ye think ſo, John? 1 

an J. Mood. Why * ha had it, ever ſen' your Worſhip 
m- were High-Sherift. 2 | 
Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Doll has got us 

er, for Supper —— and come and get off my Boots. 
Dur | [Exit Sir Fran. 
nd La. Mrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ftep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night- cloaths. 
A [Exit La. Wrong. 

Jenny. Ves, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. 
| 3 Exit Jenny. 
Szu. Rich. Ods-fleſh * and what mun J do all alone? 


I'll &en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And She and I'll go play at Cards for Kiſſes. [ Exit. 


Pe, — 2 7 4,4 S 
ACT UI. SCENE I | 
SCENE the Lord Townly's Houſe. 

Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending. 

L. Town. H O's there? | 


Serv. My Lord! © 
Wi L. Town. Bid them get Dinner Lady Grace, your 


ool Servant. 
Enter Lady Grace. 
oN- i La. Grace. What, is the Houſe up already? My Lady is 
not dreſt yet ! | | 


L. Town. No Matter —— it's three a- Clock ——ſhe 
may break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 
Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for ſhe 
dines abroad. | 

L. Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her not 
being ready yet. 

La. Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged to 
LU) I Company. 
ew T. Town, Where, pray? WS 5 

La. Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you know they 
ud I never dine till Supper - time. 
of D 3 L. Town, 


— 


38 The Provobd Huuband ; or, 


L. Town. No truly — ſhe is one of thoſe orderly La- 
dies, who never ler the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices! — But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 
in To-day ? | | 

£4. Grace, O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 

L. Town. I know no Difference between her Win- 
ning or N while ſhe continues her courſe of Life, 

La. Grace. However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than bad. | 555 

L. Town. Much alike: When ſhe is in » good Humour, 
other People only are the berter for it: When in a very 
ill Humour, then, indeed, 1 ſeldom fail to have my 
Share of her. 

La. Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now — Doe: 
any Body dine here? 

L. Town. Manly promis'd me by the way, Ma- 
dam, what do you think of his laſt Converſation? 

La. Grace, — I am a little at a Stand about it. 

L. Town. How ſo? 

La. Grace. Why —-I! don't know how he can ever 
have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſe- 
vere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. 

L. Town.' Did you think his Rules unreaſonable ? 

La. Grace. | can't ſay I did: But he might have had 
a little more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 

L. Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof of good Breed- 

ing: But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his Hone- 
ſty z nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf fo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſoblig'd at it. 

La. Grace. My . Opinion of him, Brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd 1 
Letter this Morning, that ſhews him a very different 
Man from what I thought him. FEE ey | 

L. Town. A Letter! from whom ? 

La. Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

[ Gives a Lefter. 

L. Town. Pray let's fee. — + [ Read. 

The Iuclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands; 
if it no way concerns you, you will only have * 
N 7 
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trouble of reading this, from your ſincere Friend and 
heir bumble Servant, Unknown, &c. | 

ſhe IL. Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [ Giving another, 
L. Town. | Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/ 


— Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, 

that I now grow as painful to you, as to my ſelf: 

V in- but however, though you can love me no longer, I 

vife, Hope, you will not let me live wor/? than I did, be- 

our, fore I left an beneſt Income, for the vain Hopes of 

being ever Tours. Myrtilla Dupe. 

our, P. S. 'Tis above four Months fince 1 receiv'd a 
ve Shilling from ou. | 

my La. Grace. What think you now? . 

L. Town, I am confidering —— 4 


La. Grace. You ſee it's directed to him 

L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to 
be a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 
ſerving. . ned 

La. Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to 
ſend it to me? | 

L. Town. I have obſerv'd, that theſe fort of Letters 
from unknown Friends, generally come from ſecret 
Enemies. | 

La. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 

L. Town. What I think you ought to do fairly 
ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

La.Grace.Will not that have a very odd Look, from me? 

L. Town. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: If 
he is Innocent, his Impatience to appear ſo, will diſ- 
nc: cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty; it will be 
your beſt way of preventing his Addreſſes. 


has La. Grace. But what Pretence have I to put him out 
di of Countenance ! | F : 
ent L. Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 


La. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 
L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more proba- 
ble, this Letter may be all an Artifice, than that he is 
* in the leaſt concern d in it. 
J. 7 


| Enter a Servant. 
ih Serv, Mr. Manly, my Lord. L. Town. 
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L. Town. Do you receive him; while I ſtepa Minute, 
in to my Lady. LExit L. Town, 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient; they told me, 
my Lord was here. ; 

La. Grace. He will be here preſently : He is but juſt 
gone in to my Siſter, | ” 4 

Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 

La. Grace. No; the is engag'd. | 

Man. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 

La. Grace. Not till after Dinner. 

Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of the ref 
of the Day? | 

La. Grace. Much as ufual! ſhe has Viſits 'till about 
eight; after that, *till court-time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
drille, at Mrs. ales After the Drawing-room, ſhe 
takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moon-light. And 
dd thence, they go together to my Lord Noble's Af 
em 5. 8 J #4 © 

Man. And are you to do all this with her, Madam? 

La. Grace. Only a few of the Viſits: I would indeed 
have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we have fo 
much upon our Hands, that will not be practicable. 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 

La. Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing, what 
one is not charm'd with. 1 
Man. And yet I have found that very difficult, in my 
time. # e 

La. Gra. How do you mean? 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, 
in the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally ber- 
ter pleas'd, when [| was at quiet without em. 

La. Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with 


them? | 

Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 

Man. To ſpeak honeſtly — Ves being often in 
the Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 
La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 


were tempred to pay for them, twice as much as they 
were worth, | Man. 
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Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the 
Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are ly bubbled, 
in thoſe ſort of Bargains, which I confeſs bas been of- 
ten my Caſe: For I had conſtantly ſome Coquer, or o- 


ther, upon my Hands, whom I could love perhaps juſt - 


cnough, to pur it in her power to pl me. ö 


La. Grace. And that's a Power, I doubr, commonly 


made uſe of. | 
Man. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! Took upon Them, and Prudes, to 


be Nuſances, juſt a- like; tho” they ſeem very different: 


The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the other 
are always abuſing the Women, | 

La. Grace. And yer both of them do it for the ſame 

vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vir- 
tous, © . 
Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know 
no other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they 
traffick in every thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even 
againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 
find, they have more power to do Miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly put in Practice without it. 

La. Grace, Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſevere 
Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 2 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Madam, 
if both theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly va- 
Juable is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim at, 
without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? 

La. Grace. I believe thoſe fort of Women, to be as 
ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; 
- that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 
them. | | 

Man. That could deſerve them then —— had been a 
more favourable Reflection : 

La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little —_— 
ence: For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't 
know a Man, in the World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
your ſelf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, here, 
to think you have your Failings. 


Man. 


— — —— 
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Mar. I have infinite, Madam; but I am fure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpe& for you, is not the 
Number — pray what is in your Hand, Madam * 
- La. Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 
Direction is to you. [Gives bim a Letter, 
Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand 
| | | [Reads to himſelf. 
La. Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guilt in 
him! and his Surprize ſcems Natural! [ {fide.] —— 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 
Manly z That I ſhould never have 22 .you this, but 
that my Brother enjoyn'd me to it. | 

Mas. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 
Opinion of me, Madam. {x 

La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Excuſe 
for my taking this Liberty. I 15 

Man. I never yet aw os, do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give 
me an Inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the Fayour 
I am going to ask you. | 

La. Grace. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that you 
think 3 to ask. | 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as 
to let me know, how this Letter came into your 
Hands? 2 = 

La. Grace. Incloſed to me, in this, without a Name. 
Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, 
Madam | | . 
La. Grace, Why —— there is an impertinent Inſinu- 
ation in it; But as I know your good Senſe will think 
it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. | 


Man. You oblige me, Madam. 
He takes the other Letter, and reads. 


La.Grace. ¶ Aide] Now am I in the oddett Situation! 
methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical ! This 
muſt produce ſomething : O lud! would it were 


over! | 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome light in- 

to the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 
La. Grace. I have no Notion of what could be pro- 


d by it. ä | 
* | Man. 
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Man. A little Patience, Madam —— Firſt, as to the 
Inſinuation you mention | = 
La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay. now! [Aide 
Man. Tho' my Inti with my Lord may have 
allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here, of 
late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town, as this, you muſt 
not wonder, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd 


to JRun Account: And this taken for granted, I ſup- 
c 


has been told to my Lady Wrongbead, as a piece of 

ews, fince her Arrival, not improbably without many 
more imaginary Circumſtances, | SAD 

La. Grace. My Lady Fronghead ! | 
*. Ay, Madam, for 1 am poſitive this is her 

and! 

La. Grace. What View could ſhe have in writing it? 

Man. To interrupt any Treaty of * ſhe may 
have heard I am engag'd in: Becauſe if I dye without 
Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eſtate 
may return to them again. Bur, I hope, ſhe is ſo far 
miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt 
Uneaſineſs, — I ſhall think that the happieſt Moment 
of my Life. | 

La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai- 


ſance, Mr. Manly. 


Man. Ves, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince 
you of my Innocence. 

La. Grace. I am ſure, I have no right to enquire into it. 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may 
very innocently have ſo much Curioſity. 

La. Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſteals 
into my Opinion? [ 4/ide.) Well, Sir, I won't pretend 
to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Cu- 
riofity — But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla 
is a real, or a fictitious Name? 

Man. Now I recolle&, Madam, there is a young 


Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Fronghead 
lodges, that | heard ſomebody call Myrtilla : This Let- 


ter may be written by her but how it came direct- 
ed to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery ; that before I ever 
reſume to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think my ſelf ob- 

ig'd, in Honour, to find out. [ Going, 
TY La. Grace, 


* 1 
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La. Grace. Mr. Manly —you are not going? 
* Mar. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 
back in ten Minutes. e a 
I. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man, Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I fee 
an end of this Affair 
I. Grace, But this is fo odd ! why ſhould any filly Cu- 
 riofity of mine drive you away? 

Man. Since'you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisſie my own Curiofity — 
Nee Tv | [Exit Manly. 

La. Grace. Well ——and now, what am TI to think 
of all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard 
every Word we haye ſaid to one another, what would 
They have thought on't? Would it have been very ab- 
| furd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclin'd to paſs the reſt 
of his Life with me? I hope not — for I am ſure, 
the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and why may not 
I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my — unaccountable Cas 
what—hasdone as mueh Execution upon him ?—why— 
becauſe he never told me fo — nay, he has not ſo much 
as mention'd the Word Love, or ever ſaid one civil 
thing to my Perſon —— well — but he has ſaid a thou- 
fand to my good Opinion, and has certainly got it — 
had he ſpoke firſt ro my Perſon, he had paid a very ill 
Compliment to my Underflanding I ſhould have 
thought him Impertinent, and never have troubled my 
Head about him; but as he has manag'd the matter, at 
leaſt I am ſure of one thing; that let his Thoughts be 
what they will, I ſhall never trouble my Head about 
any other Man, as long as J live. 


Euter Mrs. Truſty. 


Well, Mrs. Truſty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet? 

Truſty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 
her ſo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. 
Tua. Grace. How ſo? 

Traſty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
deſiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home To-day — upon 
which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
that, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, 


then 
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then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
id, ſhe would wait till his Lordſhip's Horſes had 
din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me — to get her Chair 
ready. 34 2 | | Exzt Truſty. 
La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. [Et La. Grace. 


Euer La. Townly, L. Townly following, 


La. Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear it 
no longer! nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my Faults! 
an agreeable Subject truly 1 

L. Town, Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; 
how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

La. Town. Why, 1 don't intend to mend them —— 
I can't mend them you know I have try'd to do it 
9 times, and — it hurts me ſo I can't 

1 ey 

L. Town., And I, Madam, can't bear this daily Iicen- 
tious Abuſe of your Time and Character. LY 

La. Town. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a Mind to! But to ſee this World) 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Contra- 
dition —— why but laſt Thur/day now ——— there you 
wiſely mended one of my Faults, as you call them — 
you inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade —— 
and pray, what was the Conſequenee! was not I as 
croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was not 1 forc'd 
to bs Company at home? and was not it almoſt three 
a-Clock in the Morning, before I was able to come to 
my ſelf again? and then the Fault is not mended nei- 
ther for next time, I ſhall only have twice the In- 
elination to go: ſo that all this mending, and mending, 
you ſec, is but dearning an old Ruffle, to make it worſe 
than it was before, | | 

L. Town, Well, the manner of Women's living, of 
late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 

La. Town. 
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L. Town, It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why ſo it 
may; — _ my dear Lord, * giveone Fun 

when Things are at worſt, you | 
mend themſelves? bal ha! F g i cn 
L. Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now; to trifle, 
IL. Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fait 
Argument — to talk with you, your owt! way now — 
You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 
ones ——fo far are we even, you'll allow—— but y 
which gives us the beſt Figure, in the Eye of the Po-. 
lite World? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morni 
or your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, I thi 
One has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'Other 
of a plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed betimes, 
that he may riſe early, to open his Shop !— Faugh! _ 
L. Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Rea - 
ſoning ? tis time to wake — then — tis not your 
ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 
Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours, 2 
La. Town, Sure I don't underſtand you now, my Lord 
what ill Cn” do I keep? | wo be 
L. Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ney, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 
give them fair play at another. Then that unavoidable 
mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery — or what, to me, is ſtill more 
ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop-ear'd 
Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there would be 
no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails hang from 
their Head, and the Monkey's grows where it ſhould do. 
La. Town. And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 
L. Town. Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
times, gives them Advantages might make a thinking 

Woman tremble. | 
La. Town. What do you mean! ff 
L. Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſ- 
%* 


ſing, the Lady may be reduc'd, to try if inſtead of 
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I won't come home, ttill four To- morrow Morni 


ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this— 
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the FRE has will accept of a Trinket? 

La. Town. wy Lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you'll make 
me hate y U have you to know, I keep Company 
with the 7 oliteft People? in Town, and the Aſſemblies 
I frequent are full of ſuch. 

L. Town. So are the Churches now and then. 

La. Town. My Friends frequent them too, as well as 
the Aſſemblies. 

L. Town. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were. allow'd to furniſh Cards 
to the Compan pany 

La. Town, 1 fee what you drive at all this while; you 
would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover your 
own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, -I find, that 
were not expenſive. _ 

L. Town. Haye a Care, Madam; don't let me think 
you only value your Chaſtity, to make me reproachable 
for not indulging you in every thing elſe, that's vicious 
I, Madam, have a Reputation too, to guard, that's 
dear to me, as yours — The Follies" of an  ungovern'd 
Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy}; but ad his 
own fault, if ever mY make him contem 
is. Town. My Lord — — eu would n 
ma 8 

L. Town. You'd 7) a Man a Tool 

La. Town. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. 

L. Town, Whatever may be in your 'Tagtination; Ma 
dam; I'll prevent your making me a Beggar, at leaſt. 

La. Town. A Beggar! Creſus/ I'm out. of Patience! 
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L. Town. That may be, Madam but PII order the 
Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 
W Town. Then I won't come home till To-morrow 
* 
. Town. Then, Madam— you'ſhall never come howe 
again, [ Erit L. Town. 
La. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch a 
Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners, in his worſt Humours ! there's 


but 


48 
but bis Head's aum $99 upon fotge 1 imp 


N 725 ſo I won't trouble mine an 
Manly, your Servant. 


Enter Manly. . | Fs) | | 
Aa, I uk Pardon for truſi Madem but 

hop e my Blitineſs with Loy Hoe 12 it. J b 

Ls. Tows. 1 N you'll find him inthe en 


e, Wit you give me leive;'Madim?' 
E. Town, $ir—you have my leave, the” you were a 


14 
"Min [444] What 4 well- bred Age do we live inf 


[Exit Manly, 
Enter Lady Grace. 


"bs "han o! my dear Lady Grace / how could you 
lewe me ſo unmercifully alone, all this while? 
4 La. Grace, I thought my. Lord had been with you. 
Ee, Town, Why yes — therefore I wanted your 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here — al 
La. Grace; Blaſs me / for What? ho 
. Tamm. Oniy: our uſual Breakfaſts we have ech 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- Wim 
he; 4 we have been eharming Company! He 
race! I am mighty glad of it! fure it muſt be 2 did 
vaſt ppineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give them - 80. 
{elves the ſame Turn of Converſation ! | 
L. Tun. O! the prettieſt thing in the World! . 4 
I. Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two gan 
People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be 1 | 
in want of ſpmething to talk upon. the 
La. Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken in it, 
the World! tnarried People have Things to talk of, Wthir 
D 
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ticable Scheme 
longer avout as 


Child, that neverenter into the Imagination of others— 182 
why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not been 
married above two ſhort Years, you know, and we have 
already eight or ten Things conſtantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can take up any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter: nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will be a8 
_ next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it _ 
tain'd us. 
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ne . Cra. Certainly, that maſt be vaſtly 

n. L. Town, O! there's no Life like it! why bother 
* Þ Day, for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
| 1, after a retty cheerful 20e tete Meal, farusdown 
* the Fire-fi e, in ancaſy, indolent, pick-rooth Way, for 
TY hour 2 Quatter of in Hour, as if we had not thought of 


he another's being in the Room—at laſt, ſtretching him- 
n, ſelf, and yawning <—— My Dear, ſays he — aw —you 
came home very late, laſt Night —'T ws but juſt turn'd 
of Two, ſays I — I was a-bed — aw by Eleven, 1 

$ = 80 you are every Night, lays I.— Wel, ſays he 

I am amaz d * can fit up ſo late — How can you 
mz d, ſays at « Thing that happens ſo often 
bpon which we enter'd into a Converfation —— and 
4% is do ooo N us above fifty _ 
we always find fo many pretty new 'Thin 
ky upon it, that I believe,” in my Soul, it will la ph | 

long as we live! 
. Gra. But pra bel. in ſuch ſort of Family Dialogues 
(tho' extreamly well, for paſſing the Time) Yon t there, 
now and then, enter "ſome little witty ſort of Bitterneſs? 
La. Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! A 
ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recritnination ar K 
Head of it, makes the 5 Sherbet! Ay, ay! if we 
did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matrimonial 
_— would be ſo luſcions, that nothing but an old 
liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 

La. Grace. Well — certainly you have the moſt ele⸗ 
pant Tafte— - | 
L. Town. Tho! to tell you the Truth, my Dear, Ira- 
ther think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon into 


it, this Bout; for it ſo ſour at laſt, that 1 
think ] almoft old b him, he was a Fool - and - he 
— wm ralk'd ſomething odly of — turning me out of 
81 

La. Gra. O! have a Care of that! 1 

La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I 190 thank wy own 
wiſe Father for that 

La. Grate. How fo ? 

La. Town, Why — when my good Lord firſt open d 


his honourable Trenches before me, my unaccountable 
E Papa, 
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I give a great Gulp— and ſwallow it. 
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Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me up at Diff { 
cretion ! i | 
La. Grace, How do you mean? ; 
La. Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age wen! 
come to that paſs, that he would not deſire ev'n hifff; 
own Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; 6 
that my whole Train of rate Inclinations are lek 
entirely at the Mercy of an Husband's odd Humours, 
La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make: 
Woman of Spirit look about her! OT 
La. Town. Nay, but to be ſerious, my Dear; whit 
would you, really, have a Woman do in my Caſe?, 
La. Grace. Why — if I had as ſober a Husband s 


| you have, I would make my ſelf the happieſt Wife u. 
the World, b 


ing as ſober as he, _ do 
you wicked thing! how can you tei to 


La. Town. 


one, at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſobe, 


that (except giving me Money) there is not one thing 


in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I, at the 


ſame time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, 
en . the be Croton do wich my S&ul — ! 
molt every thing he hates! I doat upon Aſſemblies! nl 
Heart bounds, at a Ball; and at an Opera — I expire 
then I love Play, to Diſtraction / Cards enchant me ! and; 
Dice — put me, out of my little Wits! Dear! der 
Hazard! oh! what a Flow of Spirits it gives one! Do 
you never play at Hazard, Child 

La. Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it fits well, up 
on Women: there's ſomething ſo Maſculine, ſo much 
the Air of a Rake, in it! you ſee how it makes the Ma co: 
ſwear and curſe! and whena Woman is thrown into the 
ſame Paſſion — why — © 7 | 

La. Town. That's very true / one is a little put to i H. 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to er 
prels it. | | 
La. Grace. Well — and, upon ill Luck, pray whit 
Words are you really forc'd to make uſe of? | 

La. Town. Why, upon avery hard caſe, indeed, whe 
a ſad wrong Word is _ juit to one's 'Tongue's E 


Ls. Grace, Well —and is not that enough to wake pu 
l 0. 
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il forſwear Play, as long as you live? . 
Li. Town. O yes / I have forſworn it: 

La. Grace. 1 „ T0 OR 

L. Town. Solemnly / a thouſand times; but then one 
i conſtantly forſworn. | £5 
Ls. Grace. And how can you anſwer that? 
La. Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are Loſers, 
ve look upon to be no more binding, than a Lover's Oath, 
or a great Man's Promiſe: But I beg Pardon, Child; 
I ſhould not lead you ſo far into the World; you are a 
Prade, and deſign to live ſoberly. ly 

La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, arid my E- 
ducation do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 
La, Town. Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for you 
don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, is 
to me inconceivable! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe! 

La. Grace. I can't tell but I may. Þ | 

L. Town. And won't you live in Town? _ 

La. Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 

La. Town. My Stars! and you would really live in 
London half the Year, to be ſober in it? | 

La. Grace. Why not? | $: 

La. Town; Why can't you as well go, and be ſober, 
in the Country? 311 1 
La. Grace. 80 I would — t'other half Year, 

La. Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and Win- 

vp ter ſober Entertainment? 

ual L. Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well 

Mc content us, | | | 

Wl L. T. O! of all things let's hear ir: En 

L. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my leiſure 
Hours in Riding, Reading, walking by a Canal, or 
"Witting at the end of it under a great Free, ſober- 
ly! in dreſſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable 
Friend, perhaps hearing a little Muſick, taking 4 Diſh 
of Tea, or « Game at Cards; ſoberly ! — mj 
Family, looking into its Accounts, playing wit — 
Children (if I had any, ) or in a thouſand other innocent 
- [Amuſements —ſoberly ! And poſſibly, by theſe means, I 

© might induce my Husband w as ſober as my _— 
2 — 


4. 
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Creature! For ſure 
of Life have not been in any 
Years! —— Under « great Tree! O' my Soul! — But 
beg we may have the ſober Town-ſcheme too for 
I am charm'd with the Country one 

La. Grace, You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my $0. 
briety there too. ; 
La.Town. Well, tho' I am ſure it will give me the 
Va I muſt hear it however. | 

2 Why then, for fear of your fainting, M.. 
dam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that [ 
would never be dreſs'd out of it —— bur ſtill it ſhould 
be ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgrace, to a Wo- 
man of my private Fortune, not to wear her Lace u 
fine as the Wedding · ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Tho” there 
is one Extravagance I would venture to come up to! 

La. Town, Ay now for it ——— | 

La. Grace, I would every Day be as clean, as a Bride. 

L. Tun. Why, the Men ſay, that's a great Step to 
be made one —— Well now you are dreſt — pri 
let's ſee to what Purpoſe? | 

L. Grate. I would viſit ſoberly — that is, my tei 
Friends; but as little for Form as poſſible, — I would 
go to Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay play at 
Quadrille — ſoberly: I would ſee all the — Plan 
and, (becauſe tis the Faſhion) now and chen an O 
- but would not Expire there, for fear I ſhould ne 
ver go again: And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for Curioſity, 
if I liked my Company, I might be drawn in once to 
a Maſquerade! And this, I think, is as far as any Wo- 
man can go ſoberly. * 
L. Town, Well! if it had not been for that laſt Piece 
of Sobricty, I was juſt going to call for ſome Surſei · 


water. 

La. Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farthet 

Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 

Sleeping, not to ſay a of Devotion, the four a0 

— might roll over in a tolerable Manner! 
La. Town, Tolerable? Deplorable ! Why, Child, al 

vou propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want 2 


La. Town. Well, Dear, thou art an ichi 
auch primitiv iti e anted barks Nc otions | 
Head uland - 
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ung 

— | Enter Mrs. Trufly, 

ut 1 T70/. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. | 

for L. Town, Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 

yet? for laſt Night I was poyſon'd. : 

80: F. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this 
| og. | IQXX. Truſty. 

the L. Yown. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 

know my Time is fo precious | 

. L. Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt En- 

*I joyment of it. | 

ud Bf IA. Town. You will call me at Lady RevePs? 

V La Grace. Certainly, | 

eu Ls, Town. But I am fo afraid it will break into your 

re Scheme, my Dear! | 

2 Grace. When it does, I will ——-ſoberly break 

ou. 

ide Ea" You Why then, till we meet again, dear Siſter, 

1% 1 wiſh 2 75 all tolerable Happineſs, Ex. Ls. Town, 

nm La. Grace. There ſhe goes —— Daſh! into her ſtream 


of Pleaſares! Poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Crea- 
cal ture! and ſometimes infinitely le! nay take her 
ud out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No- 
tions, and caſy to live with; But ſhe is ſo born down 
in by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every 
hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 
0 Head of ir. What it will end in, I tremble to imagine! 
ty, — Ha! my Brother, and Manly with him! I gueſs what 
"108 they have been talking of — I ſhall hear it in m 

turn, I fuppoſe, but ir won't become me to be inquiſi- 
a”, - [ Exit La, Grace, 


T. un. I did not think my Nrong bead had ſuch 
a notable Brain: Tho' 1 can't ſay ſhe was ſo very wile, 
> truſting this filly Girl you call Myrtilla, with the 
Man. No my Lord, you. miſtake me; had the Girl 
been in the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it my 


ſelf, | 
E 3 £ L. Tous. 
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L. Town. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this: 
Letter to you, and that my Lady Wrongbead ſent it in 
clos'd to my Siſter? FOR > oy 
Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord 

the Fact is thus — This inclos d Letter to Lady Gras N ch. 
was a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the thi 
Count we have been talking of: The Count drops it, 
and my Lady Mrongbead finds it: Then only changi 
the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, jul 
written by her ſelf, to me: And pretending to be in: 
2 gets this innocent Girl to write the Direction 

or her. 8 > 44.5 

L. Town. Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe wa 
ſpperſcribing a Billet-doux of her own, to you? 

Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 
when I ſhew'd her, that her Letter to the Count wa 
within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, the 

oor Creature was amaz'd, and thought herſelf, betray's 
. by the Count and my Lady — in ſhort, upon 
this Diſcovery, the Girl and I grew ſo gracious, that ſhe 
has let we into ſome Tranſaftions, in my Lady Frong: 
head's family, which with my having a careful Eye o- 
ver them, may prevent the Ruin of it. _ 

L. Town. You are very generous to be fo ſollicitaus 
for a Lady, that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: 
for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the World F , 
——— apainſt her Will. | | | 

L. Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou Mar 
ſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 
Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure, than your 
Approbation of it. | 
I. Town. Dear Charles / my Heart's impatient, till thou 
art nearer to me: And as a Proof that ] have long wiſht 
thee ſo : while your daily Conduct has choſen rather to 
deſerve, than ask my Siſter's Favour; I have been a 
ſecretly Induſtrious ro make her ſenſible of your Merit: 
And finceon this Occaſion you have open'd your whole 
Heart to me, tis now with equal Pleaſure I aſſure you, 
| we 
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| 
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ye have both ſucceeded ſhe is as firmly Yours — 
Mas. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 

L. Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : but ſhe her 
ſelf ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: when 
the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſation, 
that ſhall excuſe my roving, ! ns together —— O! 
Charles / had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, 
what melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided ! 

Man, No more of that, I beg, my Lord —— 

L. Town, But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy, in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inſtance how much 
the Choice of Temper's preferable to Beauty. 


While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 
You'll reach, by Virtue, what I loſt by Love. [ Exeunt: 
$7 % / | 


ACT IV. SCENE LI. 
S C E NE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Moth. GO, Neice! where is it poſlible you can have 
been theſe fix hours? 


Myr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 
ou ! 
J Moth. A Story! Ods my Life! What have you done 
with the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent 
you about? is it ſafe? is it good? is it 1 5 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe : But for its Goodneſs —— 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang'd 
about it! $1264 ix 

Moth. The dickens! has this Rogue of a Count play'd 
vs another Trick then? Fin | 8 | 
Myr. Vou ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. 

| —_— Ca 
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Caſo the Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for five 
hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 
two Months, —— he look'd carneſtly upon it, and de- 
fir'd me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while be examin'd 
his Books — after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came 
in to me — claps too the Door, and charges me with 
a Conftable for Forgery. | 
Moth, Ah ! poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off? 
Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, 
I beg'd him to have a little Patience, till ] could fend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that 
] was my ſelf an innocent, abus d Woman—— and as 
good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an Hour 
Mr. Manly came — ſo, without mincing the Matter, 
I fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count had lodg'd 
that Note in your Hands, and in ſhort, laid open the 
whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make our Fortune, 
Moth. The Devil you did! | 
Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could 
any otherways make Mr, Manly my Fricod, to help me 
out of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 
Mr. Caſh eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable z nay far- 
ther oronird me, if I would truſt the Note in his Hands, 
he would take Care it ſhould be fully paid before it was 
due, and at the ſame time would give me an ample Re- 
venge upon the Count; ſo that all you have to conſi- 


der now, Madam, is, whether you think your ſelf ſater 


in the Count's Hands, or Mr. Maxly's? 
Moth. Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 


matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any thing 


in our Power can make him ſo. 
Mr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Matten 
at home here? What has the Count done with the Ladies? 
Mob. Why cvery thing he has a, Mind to do, 1 
this time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour wi 
Miſs, as he is with my Lady. 

Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 

Meth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 


| yell-bred Count along with them; They bave been 


ſcouring 
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ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine thi 
and = Cloaths, Nom Morning to Night: They hn 
made one r and have — home ſuch 
a Cargo of Bawble: Trumpery — Mercy on the 
poor Man that's to pay for them! „ 
Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them? 
Math No, no: Mils lad, truly he would but diſgrace 
* Party, fo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen 
ire. 


Myr. Has not he axk'd after mo all this while? For 
had a ſort of an Aſſignation with him. | 

Math. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about it; 
At laſt his Diſappointment grew ſo uncaſy, that he fair 
ly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of the Maids 
and Jobn Moody abroad with him, to ſhew him 
the Lions, and the Monument. Ods me! here he. is, 
juſt come home again you may have Buſineſs with 
2 ſo I even turn you together. [Ex. Myr, 


Enter Sir Frahcis Wronghead. 


Sir. Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, 
Mrs. Motherly ? LENS 
oth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day longs they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and ſo went out again. | 

Sir Fran, Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for em, 
I can tell em that: For Od+heart! I have had nothing 
in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 

Meth. I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. | 8 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal ous 
of three, is a hard Tax —_— a good Stomach, 

Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir, * 

Sir. Fran, But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when 
we conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of ous 
Country | | 

Moth Why truly, Sir, that. is ſomething. 3 
Sir Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't — 
the Good of ones Country is above all things -A 
truc-hearted Engliſbman thinks nothing too much for — 


—— — — — 
— — — - _ 
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T have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo very m—— 
that for the Good of their Country - they w 
ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight. 

_ © Moth. O] the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Country 
mult have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 


Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; they are ſo 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, af- 


ter a Seſſion, and ſo beloy'd —— that their Country will 


come .and Dine with them every Day in the Week. 
Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing tis to be ſo po- 


lous ! 


- 


* 


FS Fran. It isa great Comfort, indeed! and I can af- 


ſure you, you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Morberly. 
Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Com- 


limenr. _ ,- | | 
f Sir Fran. No, no, I fee you know how to value Peo- 
P 


e of Conſequence. - 

Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will you give 
me leave to get youa broil'd Bone, or ſo, till the Ladies 
come home, Sir? r | 
| -v Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be 2. 
miſs. | | 
Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit, 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant, 
' Sir Fran. Couſin Manly! | 

Man. I am come to ſce how the Family goes on here. 

Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been up- 
on the Wing ever ſince Eight a-Clock this Morning. 

Man. By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have 
been making your Court to ſome of the Great Men. 
Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have bit it, Sir ——— I 
was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I e' en went ftrait for- 
ward, to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life 
before. | 

Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had 
you got to introduce you? | 
Sir Fran. Why, no Body — I remember'd I had 
heard a wiſe Man fay — M 
T introduc'd my Self. 


y Son, be bold . ſo troth 
Man. 


0 i 


Man. As how, pray? 11. | 

Sir Fran. Why, thus 3 your 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Mrongbead of Bumper- 
Hall, and Member of Parliament for the Borough of 
Guzzledown —— Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord; thof I have not the Honour to know your Per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gen and 
Tam glad your Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 
a Repreſentative ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you 
any Service to command me? Naw, Couſin! thoſe laſt 

ords, you may be ſure, gave me no ſmall Encourage» 


ment. And thof I know, Sir, you have no extraordi- 


nary Opinion of my Parts, yet, I belieye, you won't 
fay I miſt it naw! _ _ | 
Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. | 
Sir Fran. So when I found him fo courteous ——— 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit; but fince 
your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony — 
— truly, * J. I think naw is as good as another 
ime. = 1 FT, | * 
Man. Right! there you puſht him home. 99 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that [ 
was none of your mealy-mouth'd Ones. 3 
Man. Very good! | 
Sir Fran. 305 in ſhort, my Lord, ſays I, I have a good 
Eſtate but — a — it's a leetle awt at Elbows; and 
as I defire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, I 
ſhall be very willing to accept of a Place at Court. 
Man. So, this was making ſhort Work on't. _ 
Sir Frau. I' cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin: Some 
of your Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd 
and haw'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, be- 
fore they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and 
mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt neither: 
an. Oh! I'm glad you're fo ſure on't . 
Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin — Sir Francis, ſay 
my Lord, pray what ſort of Place may you ha' turn'd 
your Thowghts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars muſt 


not be Chuſers; but ony Place, ſays I, about a thouſand 


a Year, will be well enough to be doing with till — 
thing 
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thing better falls in for I thowght it would not 
look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt, 
As, Noy 6, your Pac ws t e Pooting wa 


hi Fran, nt! there's it! ab. Coulin, I ſee you 
know. the World! 
Mas. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every D. 


well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this? 

Fir Fran. Sir | ng ſays he, I ſhall be to ſerve 
| any way, that lies in my Power; fo he gave me a 
| mend the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give your ſelf no 
Trouble=—I'l do your Buſineſs; with his he turn'd 
him abawt to ſomebody, with a colour'd Ribon a-croſs 
here, that look'd in my Thowghts, as if he came for a 
Place too. | 

Aan. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make 
your Fortune! 

A Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 


Man. Oh oa, 1 have not the leet Danbti about & 
—for jul juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten 
cars 


Sir | Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
Couſin. 


Man. _ I neither, _ m Faith, Couſin. _ 
ou, have better Fortune : For I 
by pear end of what Importance were the 
Debate To- day — Lou have been lance down at the 
ouſe, I preſume! ＋ | — 
Sir = O, would not ne Houle 
for ever ſo 8 _ 
Man. Well! and what hea they 
Sir Frau. Why, txoth! I can't ory 1 you, whe 
they have qu, "pp — can tell _ what I a = 
think pretty well in t —_ 'd to 
a little Miſtake at laſt, indec . Fic 
Man. How was that? © 
Sir. Fran. Why, they were all get there, into a fort 
of a — 5.7 ng Debate, about the Gaad of the Nation— 
were always for that, you know —— but in ſhort, 
the Arguments were ſo long-winded « o* borh ſides, iow 
waunds 
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wands! I did no well underſtand um: Hawſomever, 1 


I was convinc'd, and fo reſolv'd to vote right, accor- 

ding to my Conſcience——fo, when they came to put 

the Queſtion, as they call it. don't know haw 

Twas — but I — 

cry'd No! ; 
Man. How came that about ? | . 


there was a good-humour'd ſort of a Gentleman, one 


Mr. Totherfide I think they call him, that far next me, 
us ſoon a 1 had cry'd No! gives me a hearty Shake 
by the Hand! Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, 
and a true man / and I ſhould be proud to be bet- 
ter acquainted with you and fo with that, he takes 
me by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into the 
Lobby — ſo, I knew nowght —— but Ods-fleſh! 
I was got o'th* wrung ſide the Poſt — for I were to 

I ſhould ave ſtaid where I was. | 


Mos. And ſo, if you had not quite made your For- 


tune vou have clinched it now! — — Ah! thou 
Head of the Z/rongheads! [ 4fide. 


Sir Fran. Odfo! here's my _ come home at hſt— 
I hope, Couſin, you will be fo kind, as to take a Fa- 


_ —_— with us? | 
an. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, I am 
engap'd. | 

Enter Lady Wronghead, Mi/5 Jenny, and Count Baſſet - 


La. Frong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in fuch a 
continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
Moment to return your laſt Viſit. | 

Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; yon 
ſce That has not hinder'd my coming again. 

La. Wrong. You are infinitely obligmg: but I'll re- 
deem my Credit with you. + 

Man. At your own time, Madam. 

C. Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if 
making People eaſy is the Rule of Good-Breeding, he is 
certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. | 


| Man. Soh! I am not to drop my — 


I cry'd Ay! when I ſhould hat 
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find——[4j4e] 1 am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow yain 
upon your good Opinion. | 

4 rn B. don't know that, Sir; But I am ſure, what 
ou are pleas d to ſay, makes me ſo. 
Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
with. 5 3 
La. Frong. Lard! how ready bis Wit is? Aſide, 
Sir Fran. Don't you, think, Sir, the Count's? 


a fine Gent | 
"Mow. O! among the Ladies, certainly. | 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: , 
Waund, he'll ftorm any Ling: aa 
Man. Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take care 
of your Cittadel. io X | 
$ Fran. Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin, 3 J 
Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to as 
with you? 09-34) #4 
Jenny. O! perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad 
in our new Coach all Day long — and we have bought an 
Ocean of ſine Things. And To-morrow we go to the 
Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! and on Satut- 
day to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are to be ar the 
— | it—Afſembly, and ſee the Ladies play at 
Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, and Hazard, and 
Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to ſee the King! and 
ſo on Tueſday · - 
La. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let your 
Tongue run fo faſt, Child You forget! you know 
I brought you hither to learn Modeſty. 
Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improy'd with a Ven- 
geance. 3 | [ 4fide: 
Jenny. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure I did not ſay any 
Harm! and, if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one 
* be kept under as long as one lives, for ought I ſee; 
a. Wrong. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows fo 
Head · ſtrong ——— | | 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit for 
yo N * 7 2 2 an” you can. 
enny. id, Papa, was only to entertain 
VR Many: 108 , 78250 — 
an. My pretty Dear, I am mightily oblig'd to you. 
Jenny. Look you there now, Madam a La. 
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take no notice of her Behaviour to me. i 


Joey t6 London; 53 
La. Vrong. Hold your Tongue, I ſay. - 


me before you, 
Sir I know why ſhe does it, well enough 
| lle to the Count. 
C. Baſ. Huſh! huſh, my Dear! don't be ynealy at 
that! ſhe'll ſuſpe& us. l Ade. 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care ¶ don't 
know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſne 
tho' perhaps I'm not ſo fraid of her. 


C. Baſ. | Afide.] I' gad, if I don't keep a tight Hand 
on my Tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my Project be- 


fore I can bring it to bear. 
La. Wrong. | Afide.) Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him: but I 
muſt not let them ſee I think ſo— and yet I can't bear 
it. Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward 
Girl — you ſhould not encourage her ſo. | 
C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, | was only adviſing her 
to obſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. 
Man. Yes, truly her Obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular, = [ 4fiade. 
C. Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a Jea- 
louſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to en- 
courage her, to blind ir: "Twill be better to 


La. Yrong. You are right, I will be more] 
cautious. > Apart. 
C. Baſ. To-morrow at the Maſquerade, we 
may loſe her. — 
La. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend 
you a Note, and ſettle. that Affair go on 
with the Girl, and don't mind me. 2 | 
C. wr - I have been taking your Part, my little Angel. 
La. Wrong. Jenny / come hither Child you muſt 
I only adviſe you for 


not be ſo baſty, my Dear 

your good, 5 
Jenny. Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing 

e, Company, it always makes me worſe, you 
now. 


Man. If I have any Skill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and 
| cr 


. [Turning away and glowting) I declare it, I 
won't bear it: She is always a ſnubbi 
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her Mama, have only quarrell'd, becauſe 
BE Mind Thi ele en, Cent Fenn to hve made» 
ä tr [Ai, 


rtilla. Manly tall: apart with her. 
La. Tie Well Sir Francis, and what news have 
you 


— rb Weftminſter, to-day? 
Sir Fran. News, Madam? cod! 1 ae 
ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell you 4 
word in Ear I have got a promiſe of 6 Place t 
Court of a — — 4 $451 
ve you ſo Sir? An who may you 
| 4 . l N Now! who's in the Right? Is ny yo 
berter, than n ſo much awa 22 ſtinking Pack 
of Fox · ho e Country? ow your Family may 
be the better for it - 

Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded me to come if 0 
up, my Dove. 

La. Wrong. Mighty well—come— let me have and- 
ther em. Pound then, 

Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 
vw: hy this Morning, pray what's become of that, 

car 

. Wrong. What's become of it? why rl ſhew you, 
a 5 1 the Bills about you? | 


hogs Wrong? Wha s become of it? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow 
of the Count here. 

Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do 
neither There's th' Account. 

Sir Fran. ¶ Turning over the Bills.] Let's ſee! let's ſe: 
what the Devil have we got ? 

Man. Then you have ſounded yourAunt you ſay, 
and ſhe readily comes in to all I propos d to you? 

Myr. Sir, I'll anſwer, with my Life, is? 
moſt thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe 
mightily deſires ro ſee you, Sir. Apart. 

an. I am going home, directly: bring her 

to my Houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe makes 
good what you tell me, you ſhall both find 
your Account in it. | | 

ny. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. | 5 a 
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Sir. Fran. Ods-life Madam, here's nothing but To 
Lox and Fanns, and Clock Stockings * 
wholeſale 


* Wrong. There's nocking bor what's Ar. x ; 
I am 0 


your Credit, Sir Francis — Nay you 


pod 2 Houſewife, that in Neceſſaries for my ſelf, I 


ve ſcarce laid out a Shilling. 


Sir Fran. No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the de- 
vil 6” one thing's bete, that I can ſee you * 


oceaſion r 
La. Wrong. My Dear as) you think I came hither to 
ve our 1 e F ahion? why the greateſt — of 
a in t own is in the variety o 
Things Ke ſhe has no Occaſion for. | Fo 
Jenny. Sure Papa, could you — 2 that Women 
of Quality wanted nothing 4 Stays and Petticoats? 
La. Wrong. Now, that is fo like bim: 
Man. So! the Family comes on finely. . . [Aſds. 


La. Wrong. Lard! if Men were always to Kovern, 


ies to! 


whar Dowdys would they reduce their 
Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, 


and 


want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the Lord 


Mayor of London could not hold it, at this rate! 
Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? [All. 
La. Vr y Dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me have 

the hundr Pound, and compoſe your ſelf, 

Sir Wan. Compoſe the Devil, Madam! why do you 
conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes toin a Year? 
La. Wrong. My Life, if Taccotnt with you from one 
day to anorher, that's really all that my Head is able to 

bear at a time — Bur I'll tell you what I confider — 1 

eonſider, that my Advice has got you a thouſand Pound 

a Year this Morning —— That, now, methinks you 

might conſider, Sir. 

Sir Fran. A'thouſand a Year! Waunds, Madam, but 
have not touch'd à Penny of it yet! 
Lan. Nor never will, Tl anſwer for him.” Lale. 


Euter Squire Richard. 
$96: Rich, Feyther, and yow doan't come quickly, he 


Meat will be coat'd; an Fd 2 pick a bit with ow 
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La. Wrong 
to ſup by e 

Sir Fran. No, but I'm goi 

that's pretty near the 

| La. Fro 

Dear? we 


. Had 1 you as 
| all 3 our; and I wer. >; 


The. Provokd Hutband; or, 
: Bleſs me, Sir Francis / you are not going 


— 2 1 


ood ſtay 2 little, my 


ing to ask my Couſin Manly to take a family Morſel, 


with us. 


Sir Fran. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I don't 
care if I ride a day's Journey, without Baiting. 
Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a 


little buſineſs. 


Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don't love Compli- 


ments. 


Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam — 


| La. Frong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir— [Exit Manly, 
Enter Mrs. Motherly. 


O, Mrs. Motherly / you were ſaying this Morning, you 
* ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me can't I ſee it now? 


Sight 


Moth. Why really, Madam, I ba made a ſort of 2 
promiſe, to let the Counteſs 'of Nicely have the firſ 
of it, for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhip — 
Wrong. O! I die, if 1 don't Le 
Squ. Rich. Woan'r 
Sir Fran. Waunds ! 
mach, at this rate! 
Moth. Well, Madam, though I ſay it, 'tis the ſweet- 


| Lad. 


ir Francis fares. 


it before her. 
goa, Feyther? 
1 Wal! ha” noa Sto- Apert. 


cſ Pattern, that ever came over — and for Fineneſs — 


a Year, a 


no Cobweb comes up to it! 
Sir Fran. Ods Gutts, and Gi 
fine as a Cobweb! why what the 
now? 
Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Madam 
La. Yrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 
to wear it. 
x Sir Fran, Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
or it! 
La. #rong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 
| who got it you, go! cat your Dinner, * 


Madam ! Lace a 
evil's that to coſt 


; 
] 
] 
| 
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be thankful, — — Come Mrs- 
Motherly. 71 (Ems 1 onghead with Mrs. Morherly. 
Sir' Fran. nne! ſo be here I mun faſt, till I am 


almoſt mit d. for the Good of my Country 3 while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a-day in 
Lace, as fine as aCobweb, for che Honour of my Fa- 
mily ! mne go well, at this 
ate! 

Sg. Rich. Nay, : nay— come Feyther. DLE. Sir Fran. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly, 


Abbe Abbie 265 Lad defires you and the Count 


will pleaſe ro come, ; and 
new Laces. 

C. Baſ. We'll wait upon 

| Fewny. So! I told you how it was? you ſee the can't 
bear to leave us together. 

C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has ask d 
me to ſtay Supper: ſo, when your Papa and ſhe are a-bed, 


her fancy, in ſome of the 


_ Myreilla will ket me into the Houſe again; then 
5 


you ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll have a pret- 
e oY of Punch together. 
ay, Madam, you may command me any thing. 
ell! chat will be pure 
Jews. Bur you had beſt go to her alone, my Life: ir 
will look better if I come after you. 
Jem. Ay, fo it will: and to-morrow, 
the MN 
Hutband and Marry. 
Ar. So Sur! am not I very 
C. Ba/. Well, Child and doti't your find 4 Avoid 
init? id not 1 tell yeu we might ſtill be of uſe ro 
one another ? 
Mr. Well, but how ſtavds: your Affair with Miſs, in 


u know at 


main 
C. Baſ.O the's mad for the uerade! it drives like 
1 Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon, to clinch 


it. mer ſhe could get one at a ſhort 
Warning? 
Myr. Ves, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain i is her Cou- 
fin you know ; I he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, at the 
time. F 2 C. Bal. 


ber — [Ex. Mrs. Moth. 


afquenade, Aud then!— hoy 00 5 baw @ 
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C. Baſ. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint him? 


Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly's Houſe is al- 
ways open to the Maſques upon a Ball-night, before 
they go to the Hay-market. 

C. Baſ. Good. a * if 

Myr. Now the Doctor pro we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there —— 
crack —— he'll give us all a Canonical Commiſſion. to 
go to bed together. | | 
C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch! me, if I 
ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, Child. 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the time, if I ſhall not think my ſelf 
oblig'd to Zou, as long as I live. | 

C. Baſ. One Kiſs, for old Acquaintance ſake 1 
gad I ſhall want to be buſy again! a! D2 399 

Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will find you Em- 
ployment : But I muſt run to my Squi 


2 And I to the Ladies your humble Ser- 
yant, ſweet Mrs. fag. 1 
Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 


Baſſet. OS ah. [ Exit Myr. 

C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of ſome 
uſe to me indeed! not that I have more Pretence to 
it, than I have to a blue Riband. Yet, I have made 1 
pretty conſiderable Figure in life with it: I have loll'd 
in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, din'd with Am- 
baſſadours, and made one at Quadrille with the firſt 
Women of Quality —— But —— Tempora mutantur — 
fince that damn'd Squadron at Fhite's have left me out 
of their laſt Secrer, I am reduc'd to trade upon my 
own Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt Puſh upon 1 
Wife: If my Card comes up right (which I rhink can't 
fail) I ſhall once more cut a Figure, and cock my Hat 
in the ro. 2 the beſt of them! For ſince — modern 
Men of Quality are grown wiſe enough to be Sharpersz 
I think Sharpers are Fools, that don't. take up the Ain 
of Men of Quality. Eau. 
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long: But you, that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will aſſiſt 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
| SCE NE Lord 'Townly's Houſe. 
| Enter Manly, and Lady Grace. 


Man. 'THERE's ſomething, Madam, h upon 
your Mind, To-day | | Ne ” 
La. Grace. Since you will know it —— my Siſter 
then unhappy Woman! lrg ti; 
Man. What of her? : 
La. Grace. I fear, is on the Brink of Ruin ! 

Man. I am me for it —— what has happen'd? 

La. Grace, Nothing ſo very New! but the continual 
Repetition of it, at laſt has rous'd my Brother to an In- 
temperance, that I tremble at. 

Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 

Lat Grace. He has not ſeen her fince Yeſterday. 

Man. What! not at home all Night! 

La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! 
but with ſuch” Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
tunes, at her Heels what can become of her? 
Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

La. Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night 


I fat with him alone 'cill twelve, in Expectation of her: 


But, when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his 
Chair, and grew incens'd to that 'degree, that had I 
not, almoſt on my Knees, diſſwaded him, he had or- 
der'd the Doors, that Inſtant, to have been locked a- 
gainſt herr?! | 

Man. How terrible is his Situation? when the moſt 
juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 
the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in Town! 
La. Grace. Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo 


F 3 him 
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him to ſu his Honour and if poſſible, preſerve his 
Quiet! — beg you don't leave the Houſe, 


till One, or Both of them can be wrought to better 


Temper. 


Man. How amiable is this Con in you? 


think on ſomething to e us all. 

Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your 
Commands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord ——— but pray 
Madam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince yeſter 


Night. 
— Grace. When my Intreaties had 
my Lord, not to make 4 Story 


oors; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's, to 
be made ready for him while that was doing 
I try'd, by all the little Arts that I was Miſtreſs of, 
to amuſe him into Temperz in ſhort, a ſilent Grief 
was all I could reduce him to—on this, we took our 
Leaves, and parted to out Repoſe: What his was, I 
imagine by my own: For I ne'er clos'd my Eyes. A- 
bout five, as I told you, I _—_— 
fo I lipt on a Gown, and fat al 
in her own Chamber. Os O01 | | 
— 4 What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord 
there 

La. Grace. O! fo far from being 
at it; that ſhe bleſt the Occafion ! and faid, that in her 
Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far pre- 
ferable to the deft Husband's Company in the World. 

Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much In- 
ſenſibility ? l 

La. Grate. Nay, 'tis incredible! for though ſhe has 
loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, a 
her Credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied her own Fol- 
lies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, The 
knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been too 
ſtrong for her Wir, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my Anger. 

Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this : 
The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Ho 


in Hour with her, 


guiſh; 


La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but 


prevail'd upon 
for the Town, by ſo 
publick a Violence, as ſhutring her at once out of his 


Lady at the Door; 


ſhock'd, or alwin'd 


ſtreteh'd 


urs of An- 
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guiſh; which their Pride conceals from Company: Bur 
pray, Madam; how could ſhe avoid coming down to 


La. Grace. O! ſhę took care of that, before ſhe went 
to bed z by ing her Woman, whenever ſhe was 
ask'd for, to fay, ſhe was not well. 8 

Man. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume ? 

La. Grace. Up! Iqueſtion whether ſhe he awake yet. 

Man. Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon 
a Creature, to make ſuch a flatternly Uſe of it | 

La. Grace. O fy ! there is not a more elegant Beau- 
ty in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. | | 
Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, has 
ten times her Elegance, | 3 

La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
for I ws L ſce her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Truſſy 
hem 


Mrs. Truſty comes to the Door. 
Man. he] Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for a 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an clegant Hour, indeed ! 
which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, 
I preſume ſhe cats in her Bed, 

La. Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty] And when ſhe is up, J 
would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet — 
That's all, Mrs. Trufty. , | 

Trufty. I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 
dam, Sd Eval 2 [Ex. Mrs. Truity. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir Francis Wrongbead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak with 
you, | | 
| Man. He comes unſeaſonably what ſhall I do 
with him? | | 

La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have 
an Eye upon my Brother. Nay, nay, don't mind me 

| [ Retreating while Lady Grace goes out, 
Deſire Sir Francis to . — [ Ex. ** 
+ | . 
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I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, 


wrong fide, 


The Provwkd Huchand ; or, 


that the Ballance of his Journey to London is on t 


Enter Sir Francis. 


Sir Francis, your Servant; bow came I by the Favour 


of this extraordinary Viſit? 

Sir Fran, Ah! Couſin! FT 
Mas. Why that forrowful Face, Man? 
Sir Fran. [ have no Friend alive but you 
Man. I am ſorry for that — but what's the Matter? 
Sir Fran. I bave plaid the Fool by this Journey. I 
ſee now for my bitter Wife —D- es 408 

Man. What of her? 

Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil! | 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty Pound, fince 
yeſterday morning ! ** 

Man. Hah! I ſee a good Houſe - wife will do a great 
deal of work in a little time. | | 

Sir Fran, Work do they call it? Fine work indeed! 

Man. Well! but how do you mean, made away 
with it? What, ſhe has laid it out, may be— but I ſup- 
poſe you have an Account of it. 1 ü 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account, indeed; 
bur I mug needs ſay, it's a verry ſorry one. 

Man. Pray let's hear. | 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt, ] let her have an hundred a 
fifty, to get things handſome about her, to let the 
World fee that I was Some-body ! and I thought that 
Sum was very genteel, 45. i 
Man. Indeed I think ſo; and, in the Country, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelvemonth. 13 

Sir Fran. Why ſo it might — but here in this fine 
Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through four and 
twenty hours — for, in half that time, it was all ſquan- 
dred away in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd Trumpery. 

Man. O] for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. | > <\Zligh 


S K 


r? 
I 


one uſefull Thi 
Shoes, and thoſe 


7 Wives here, that, while their 


Sir Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague the Devil 
do I ſee for it, 4 — 


lac 

ond me in hows Paund three Shi 

lings a Pair too. | 
Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing ! Why we have Ci- 


T pe Man. is ſelling 
ree Penny-worth of Sugar, will give. nn ; 
Pound for a ſhort Apron. _ | 
Sir Fran, Mercy on us! What a mortal 3 poor . Devil 
is a Husband! 


Man. Well, but 1 hope, you have oorhing elſe 


to complain of = 


Sir Fran. Ah! would I could ſay r 
there's another hundred behind yet, that goes more to 
my Heart, than all that went before it. 
Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of??? 
Sir Fran. Troth, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell yoo. 
Max. Out with it. 
Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 1 
Man. What, fince I ſaw you! I thought you. had all 
Supt ar home laſt Night? 
Sir Fran. Why ſo we did —and all as merry a5 
Grigs —— I' cod! my Heart was ſo open, that I roſs'd 


another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 


Morning with —— But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Townly here (——who 
berween you and I— mum! has had the Devil to 

ay yonder ——) with another 2 95 Dame of Quay 

ity, and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to intro- 
duce her at my Lady Noble's Aſſembly forſooth. —ͤ 
a few Words, you may be ſure, made the Bargain 
ſo, bawnce ! and away they drive as if the Devil had 
got into the Coach-box —— ſo about four or ſive in 
the Morning —— home again comes Madam, with 
her Eyes a Foot deep in her Head ——and my poor 
hundred Pound left behind her at the Hazard- able. 

Mas. All loſt at Dice! 

Sir Fran. Every Shilling among a Parcel of Pig: 
tail Puppies, and Pale · fac d Women of Quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, 
you found her ſo ill an Houſe-wite of anc Sum, ſo 
ſoon to truſt her with another ? Sir 


Die Pyorold Husbaud; or, 
di Hun. Why, truly, T mun ſay that was m 
own fault: for if f 8 been 45 of un Tony 
{'beliere that laſt hundred might have been ſav d. 
Man. How ſo? | 1 
Sr Fran. Why, like an Owl, as IL was, out of good- 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the t Pound a Year, I had juſt 
the Promiſe of — [' cod! ſhe lays her Claws upon 
x that moment faid it was all owing to her Ad- 
vice, and truly ſhe would have ber ſhare ont. 
Man; What, before you had it your ſelf? 
Sir Fran, Why ay! that's what I told her — My 
Dear, faid 1, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter 
on't this ear. * | | 
Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you, with a great deal 
of Patience, and I Ray feel Compaſſion for you. 
ir Fun. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodneſs is a bit the better, 
for bringing to London. e eee 
Aan. If 1 1 gave you a Hint of it, 
Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did fo ; But the De- 
vil . could not have believ d ſhe would have rid 
= | 
Fi ſtay but a fortnight in this Town, 
y ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gal- 


| 35 Fran. Ah! this London is baſe place indeed 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me at 


. 


Weſtminſter, at this rate, how che Devil ſhall -I keep 
our of a Jayl? Pe Ee: ** 
Man. Why truly, there ſcems to me but one way to 


avoid it. 

He Nan. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin, 

Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 

mo that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
ain. N wi 

% ron.” Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a thou- 
fand Pound a Year behind me? $42 

Man. Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but 


your Family, ou are a Saver by it. 


Sir Fran Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſeurry 
| we "7 - 55 
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Figs et make in the Country, if I come dawn 
vt it | 
Mas. You will make a much more. amenable Figure 
in . 4 without it. hs 0 
Sir Fran. 'at no 
it then, Goutn? "AY e 
| 1 22 
Frie mu v lainly to you: 'E 
ſee half the Aab dd ec hwy 2 In 
Sir Fran. Good-lack ! how may yow mean; Caufii? 
Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
IIa a Week, you will loſe your Scat, at Yeftminſfter: In 
a Fortnight, . will run you into a Jayl, by keep - 
ing the beſt Company — In four and twenty 
| jour Daughter wi — away with a Sharper, becauſe 
ſhe has not been uſed to better Company: And your 
on will ſteal into Marriage with a caſt Miſtreſs, be- 
„Jauſe he has not been uſed — —— 
5 .Prh' name o goodneſi wh by ſhould you think 
this 
Man. Becauſe I have nonfaf bes; in ſhore; Ine 
nuch of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power 't to do it, to- 
S 
Fran us - ri ten me — We 
Ji, 1 will be govern'd by 7 ang But what am I to d 
Ia this Caſe ? 
Man. I have not time here to ive you proper in- 
ſtructions: but about eight this Ev'ning, Pil- call at 
jour Lodgings : and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 
how much I have it at Heart, to ſerve you. | 


Enter a Servant. | 2 


Serv. Sir, my Lord defives to ſpeak with you. - 27 2 
Man. Il wait bim. | 

Sir Fran. Well then, I'll go firait home, now 
Man. At eight depend 

dir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I al b. be incl pines | 
Ine. Mercy deliver us! hat a terrible qu 
have I made ont?! T 


* 
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"The SCENE opens to 4 Dreſſug- roum 


Town a walks to ber oe, les 
e io. Toi, ev 


Truſty. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your + Lady 
* — how ir poſible to be ll, here 

071 is it o W » one 
is kill'd- for want of 8 4 
Truſty. Dear me — vB g before you rung, Ms 
dam, — uu in hopes your yſbip had been fincly 
L. Town. Compos'd ! why I have layn in an Inn 
here! this Houſe in worſe than an Inn with ten Stage- 
coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 
of - Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intollerable thick 
EST ane gt ee to 2 wink al 

ight 5 

rufly. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity, 
res — into the Hours of os le 2 5 
Though I muſt ſay that, Madam, your Ladyſhip 
& cert certainly the beſt Matrimonial Menager, in Town, 
| La: Te Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Truſy! 1 me- 
nage very ill! for, notwithſtanding all the Power | 
have, þ never being over-fond of my Lord yet 
F want infinitely oftner than he is willing to 
give it me. * 

Trafly. Ah! if his Lordfhi could but be brought to 
play imſelf, Madam, then might feel what it ĩs to 
want Money. 

La. Town. Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 
] am undone, Trufty? -—- 
Trofty. Mercy forbid, Madam! 
La. Tum. Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd ! —ftripp'd 
even to'a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea, _ 

Truſfty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam!  —- 

La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World — what i is to be done, Truſty ? 

' Trafly. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe — 
Madam: but may be your Ladyſhip ma 
better Fortune, upon ſome of the go 
comes here to- night. 


846 
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La. Town. But I have not a ſingle Guinea, to try my 
Fortune ö 

Truſty. Hah ! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 
Adad! I have a Thought i in my Head Madam, if i ir is 
not too late—— — 
La. Town, Out with it quickly then, I beſcech thee! | 
Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound 
Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody a- 
bout this time? 0 

La. Town. O ay! I had forgot twas to Ro WP 
what's his filthy Name? | 
Truſty. Now I remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Late- 
fring your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, 
about a Year a vs becauſe he would truſt you no longer. 

La. Town, Thevery Wretch! it he has nor paid it, 
run quickly, Dear Tuſty, and bid him vring it | hither 
immediately [Exit Truſty.] Well! fure mortal 
Woman never had fuch 2 bives Five, and Nine, 
2gainſt poor Seven for ever No! after that horrid 
Bar of my Chance, that Lady Mrongbead's fatal red Fiſt 
upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ever, to win 
another Stake — Sit up all Ni br! loſe all ones Mo- 
ney! dream of winning Thouſands! wake without a 


Shilling! and Then how like -a Hag I look! In 
ſhort — the Pleaſures of Life, are not worth this Diſor- 
der! If it were not for Shame now, I could almoſt 
think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not quite ſo ridiculous - 
If my wiſe Lord could but hold his Tongue fora Week, 
'tis odds, but I ſhould hate the Town in a Fortnight — 
But I will not be driven out of it, that's poſitive ?-/ 
ruſty returns. 
* O Madam! there is no beating it! Mr. Late- 
juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the Stair 
— — 


the Steward is now act ying bim the 
Money in the Hall. — * 


La. Towns. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, 
ſcream to bim, that I muſt ſpeak with him t 


in 5 
is Inſtant. 
= ruſty runs out, and Jptaks. 

Trufly. Mr. Poundag —a hem! Mr. Pound. | 

age, a word with 1 Ix quickly ! - - - 2 

22 


Pound, (within. ] IM come 2 you preſently. 


756 pe hub Hann; or, 
ui. Preſemly won't do, Man, you mult >, 


come this minute. 
2 ane juſt peying « little Money, * 


Money? is the 
tell you, to —* 


Truſs. Cods my life! payin 

Man diſtrated ? Come here 7 

hoy! this Moment, quick! 

{Truſty returns. | 

La. Tows. Will the Monſter come, or no? pe 
Vu. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, be is hobling I be 

up, as faſt as he can. 

La. Town, Don't let him come in— for be will keep 

a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain is not * 

to bear him. 

[Poundage comes to the Door with a Money-bag in his band. 

- Truſts. O! it's well you are come, Sir! where's the | © 


fk Rogen? | 

— here it is; if you bad not been. in ſuch 
gy Ton — . it by this time the Man's 
now writing a ow, for it. 

Fit. No matter ay Lady . you mult not pay 
him with that Money, there is not it ſeems; 1 
there's « Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good, in it — by 
| beſides there is a Miſtake in the Account too fwitching 7 

the Bag from him.) But ſhe is not at leiſure to examine | 
t now; ſo you mult bid Mr. What-d'ye-call-um call I; 
another time. 
"Find, Why und ic plenſe your Lade- 
Pound. it e your Ladyſhip — 
L. Town. Friythec! don't plague me now, but do 
were order d. . — 3 
* Nay what your ip p — 
{ Exit Poundage. 
"uf. There they are Madam—{ Pours the Movey au 
2 25 85 The pretty Things — were ſo near falling 
Tradeſman's hand, 


I proteſt it wade me 
— them I fancy had as good 
— ae bor | Juck's 


e —thank you 
( Tathes ales. 
To No, bat your Lp ok * 


—— 
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0e and ſo I w ling _ 

jull going of {| 122 — nn p 1 
e e 


La. Town, ell! t | haſt deſerv'd it, 
mak a adile 


once— bar hark don t 1 bear the Man 


„Vonder? Though I chink now we. may compotad for 


Title of his ill humour 
Truſty. I'll liſte. 
La. Town. Pr'ythee do. [Truſty g gas 16 the Door. 
Truſt. Ay! they are at it Madam — he is in a bitter 
Paſſion, with poor Poundage — bleſs me! I believe he'll 
beat him — mercy on us! how the wretch ſwears! ? 
La. Town, And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame! 
Trufty. Hab ! I think all's filent, of « ſudden -m 
be the Porter has knock'd him down Tn ſtep and ſee 


LE T 
I. Town, Thoſe Trades-pe 


le are — ä — 
Creatures! no Words will ſatisfy them! {Truſtyreturns. 


Truſty. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord me 
juſt bolted out upon the 1 and is hearing all his 
tiful Story over — if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to come 
ther, > hear him yourſelf ! 

La. Town. * matter: it will come round 
I ſhall have it all from my Lord; without 
by the way, I'll warrant you. 

Truſty. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt comingin. 

La. Town. Do you get out of the way then. { 
ay. [ am afraid I want Spirits — en — 
give em me. F 
ww Enter Lord Townly. 


dares be clamorous, in my Houſe, for” Money dus to 
bim, from you? 
La. Town, Tou don't « uy Lord, char 1 ſhou 
anſwer for other Peoples! pertinence !?! 
L. Town. I expect, Madam, you 
—— - nces, e e it 
t Iba ret 
to ſatisfy all theſe bore of P $6 * 5 


rale! 


tisfied, 
L. Tewy, Nor um 1. Madam, longer ro be abus'd 


- — — 


L. N. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradefiatn 


La. Fown. Yes, but Jen fer they never Are to be fi 
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thus! what'sbecome of the laſt five hundred, i gave you? 
La. Town. Gone. 
L. Tron. Gone! what way, Madam? / 
La. Tu. Half the Town over, I delieve by this time, 
L. Town, 'Tis well! I ſee Ruin will wks go Tipe 
Gon, till it falls upon You. © 
La. Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is a 
2 of our Converſation, I ſhall make you no 
wer. 
L. Tun. Madam, Madam I willbe hoard, and Make 
you anſwer. ' © 
La. Town. Make me! then I muſt tell you, my Lord, 
cee ne I have not been us d to, and I won't 
it | 
L. Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear 4 
grea: deal more, before I rt with you. 
La. Town. My Lord, it you inſult me, you will have 
as much to bear, on — e, I can aſſure u. 
L. Town. Pooh! your — — grows ridiculous — 
you-have neither Honour, Worth, or een to * 
rt it! 
13 You'll find, at leaſt, 1 have Reſentment! 
A 5 tg the . t 
| o t ou have given Madam, 
tis almoſt Infamous to talk with you r. 
La. Town. I ſcorn your Im rion,and your Menaces! 
The Narrowneſs of your 's your Monitor! tis 
there! there my „you are wounded; you have" leſs 
to complain of chan many Hwbands of an 2 Rank 


to you. 
L. Town, Death, Madam! do y your 
Merit! that your Perſon's youp 2 
9 55 is it there! there alone an honeſt — 
be injur'd? Have you not every other Vice that cnn 
your, Beth = ſtain 9 1 
not your „Jour Beauty, Husband, Fortune, Fe- 
mily diſclaims , or Nights . conſum'd in Riot and Ex- 
ui ance? The Wanton does no more; if ſhe. conceals 
her Shame, does leſs: And ſure the Di nne 
ſorely wrongs my Honour, and my Quiet 
L. Town, I ſee, wy Lord, what ert of Wife might 
pleaſe you. L. Town. 


K * wh os , 


TE OO E_qERE TT EMCI 


need it to ſupport you. 
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L. 7 . Ung rateful Woman! could you have ſeen 

yourſelf, * yourſelf had ſeen her I am amaz'd 
— Legiſlature * left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more, viſible Injary, this Adultery of the Mind, as 
well as that of the Perſon? when a Woman's whole 
Heart 1 is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd, Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion, of it? 

La. Tows. If you have not found it et, my Lord 
this is not the — to get poſſeſſion o mine, depen 
upon it. 
= . Town. That, Madam, 1 have long deſpair of, 

Gace. our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate —= 
This Houſe, you ſleep no more in! Tho your Gontent 
might groſly feed "ey the Diſhonour of a Husband; 


et my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features of a Wife, 
1 TIE Your Style, my Lord, is much of the ſame. 
here, with your Sentiments of Honour. 

Town. Madam, Madam! this is no * for Com- 
pliments - I have done with you. 

La. Joumn, If we had nerer mer, wy. Lond, 1 bad not 
broke my Hears for, it! but have a Care! I may not, per- 
ba is = eaſily re eall'd as you, imagine. 

own. Recall'd-— Who's there! 2 
2 Siſter 155 Mr. Manly to walk up: 

* My Lord, you may gms. as you 
— ndiſcretions have mmitted, t — are 
not daily pradkis'd by a hundred other Women of Quality ? 

L. Town. .'Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 
that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs gontempti- 

ble: and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, 
85 he'll make a better figure in the World, that keeps 

Misfortune Out of Doors, than * that 125 keeps 
ber Within. 

La. Tum. I don't know vbat hig re you m un make, 
5 Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be 
mine, in whatever Company I may meet 

L. Town. Be ſparing of your Ps 


99 . 10 " t * 
G' | Saler 


ou: .. 
m, - At 


— — — 


* n Brie Hutand, or, 
| Enter Lady Grace, nt. 1 


L. Tous. Sif ler, I haye weft Be Excuſe to intreat of 
ou too. 
Li. Grace. To Re 1 m Lond. 
e 
ill- con age, I now ou ea ill 
bon itne(s of my Thi 1 A 
Sir, your Good- mae, and my 2 *, muſt be ock d 
at the Ot fee ce l impoſe on yo But, 45 I dog't ask your 
Juſtification of my Cauſe; ſo J hope you are conſcioug— 
That ill Wo! an art reproach you, if you are lent, 
_ her 


1 dy Lord * va.” Ws ll 9 col 


1 ee, ee 4 Heavens! how I tremblef / 
or you, my Lady Yownly, I need not hers 

at — Provorations * of 'm A. with you the 

| Nd Darby yo is = well info in 921 i am ron the 
„your wi TT 

you, as his ughter Eat the Lord Townly's 

you have had every L e hand could —.— 


Mr. Mont h, I have an Act of Friend beg of Jou, ! 
_ waits cob \pologics, thaw & Fords 80 t 
i Lord, that 1. g 
a none, m ma n 
have't * i Ao te You y : 
|; 


i "0 << tm, = 2 = 


5 105 our mutual Sh ) more than happy 
ives defite But thoſe A 5 cies muſt end 
290 ge, and © and S pn 4 but AF become the view # t as 
m decent Grote of Li 
fupphy'd— A — one e — ot — 
e Coach, that — — to ea from 25 ſhall 


you ever uſe a r — Naar, oy 
more, with — t undo has ee to re- 
ceive yoyz Where if "bis, Ur Che ion beg 
you to à due Reflection, yo 15 ſhall be 
creas'd — Bur, if you ftif are 2 — i 
pine for a heentivus Pleafures, that 85 Schall be ſeſs 
= will I call that Soul my. Friend, chat names you in 
my Hearing” 


SSK rr AL 


Laa. Grace. 
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La. Grace. My Heart Bleods for her! IT - 
L. Town. O Many book thete — 
T es with me, and witneb to my 
— 17 2 time . — 1 — wn 
af Decay 'd the Parte 
ner aff an Home! There! I, for ever, ho 4 ro find 
a cheerful Companion, an agreeable laden 
ſul Friend, a uſeful Help · mate, and a tender 
But oh ! how bitter now the Diſappointment ! 
Aan. Tue World is different in its Senſe of 


— — 


2 faith; 


— 


Lu, Thi lah Reproach, I ſoo, has fruch her uo 
L. Town. I lerme not hoagh I this _ — 


this kind i lcd 
rations: too to mention, Þ here, before 
acquit her of the oy Suſpicion: raiy'd a+ 
the Honour of my Bed. Therefore; when as 
Joſt her Condabt may be queſtion'd, do hor Fame that 
I Oger! [Turns 10 La. Grace weeping 
L. u. When I am ſpoken of, where without Fas 
your this Action may be canvaſG'd; relate but half my 
Provocations, and give mo up to Confure, 
La. Town. Support'me! ſave me! hide me fro 
World! 8 [Ful en La. Grace': 
L. Town. [ Rrturning.]—— I had forgot — 
have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you ha 
liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting may admit 
=” Terms, than ſuit the Honour of an injar'd Huſ⸗ 
[Offers 10 go ous: 

Man. [ Interpojing.] My Lord, you mult not, ſhalf 
not leave her, thus! One Moment's Stay can do your 
Cauſe no wrong! If Looks can ſpeak the Angviſh of the 
Heart, Fl} anfwer with my Life, there's ſomething la- 
douring in het Mind, that would you ooo the og. 
might deſerve it. | | 


- 3s 
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L. Town, Conſider! fince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 
La. Town. Yet flay, my Lord the little I would 

ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult ; and Undeſery'd, I know 

your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 

Rs Rar Reſentment, let them be equal Hearers 

N I Town. I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be 

L. Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allow'd I never 

gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 

Heart, though you may ſtill complain, you will not 

wonder at my Coldneſs. | [ © 

La. Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. ¶ Apart. 
Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear! 
IL. Town. Proceed, I am attentive. | 

La. Town. Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty z which, at 

my Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd:; Wild with 

that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 
over Hearts, while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: Let 

was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when 2 
Father's firm Commands enjoyn'd me to make choice 
of One; I even there declin'd the Liberty he fave, and 
to his own Election yielded up my Youth — His tender 
Care, my Lord, dire&ed him to You Our Hands 
were join'd ! but ſtill my Heart was wedded to its Fol- 

11 My only Joy was Power, Command, Society, Pro- 
cnet, to lead in Pleaſures! The Husband's _ 

to Rule, I thought a vulgar Law, which only the 
form'd, or Mcanly-ſpirited obey'd! I knew no Directors, 
but my Paſſions, no Maſter but my Will! Even you, 
my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, were pleas'd 
with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of 
your Indulgence —— And, though I call my ſelf Un- 
rateful, while I own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be 
eny'd - That kind Indulgence has undone me! it 
added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a Heart 
thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no wonder if the 
gentler Senſe of Love was loſt, 


L. Town. 


It; 
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L. Town, O Manly ! where bas this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried? 1 r 
' 8 Mar. If yet recoverable How vaſt 9 
r 5 
I. L.. Town. What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my, 
Excuſe, but my Confeſſion! My Errors (give em, if 
ou pleaſe, a harder Name) cannot be defended! No! 
What's in its Nature Wrong, no Words can Palliate, 
I noPlea can Alter! What then remains in my Condition, 
but Reſignation to your Pleaſure? Time only can con- 
vince you of my Future Conduct: Therefore, till I 
have liv'd .an Object of Forgiveneſs, I dare not hope 
for Pardon —— Penance of a lonely contrite Life: 
were little to the Innocent; but to have deſerv'd this 
3 will ſtrow perpetual Thorns upon my Pil- 
ow. 
La. Grace. O happy, Wares Hearing ! 
La. Town. Siſter, farewell! [ Ki/ing her.] Your Virtue: 
needs no warning from the Shame that falls on me: Bur 
when you think I have atron'd my Follies paſt, per- 
ſuade your injur'd Brother to forgive them. ?, 
L. Town. No Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a Senſe of 
them, has made you, what my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, 
and all my Heart has ſigh'd for. oy 
La. Town. [turning to Lady Grace.) How odious does 
this Goodneſs make me! 
La. Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo? , 
L. Town, Long-parted Friends, that paſs through ecaly 
Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſs in their 
Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle Tears 
with our Embraces! [ Embracing Lady Townly, 
La. Town. What Words! what Love! what Duty 
tan repay ſuch Obligations? 3. i112 
L. Town. Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! _y 
La, Town. Oh! — 'till this Moment, never did I 
know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you! | 
L. Town. By Heav'n! this yielding Hand, when firſt 
it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure more 
deſirable! O Manly! * as you have often ſhar'd in 
| 3 
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6 The Noll Hb; or, 
my Diſquiet, partie of my Felitiry ! y netv· bbru 
= 7 th Bride of my Defites? Tok thay be Gall 
Ke — (for now methinks that Nate it 
detrer to my Heurt than eyer) let me <6ngriralace The 
Happineſs that opens rb — U 12 
u. Long, utunl — 
L. Res. TO bai der Bluppine cf, thy Be, 
join here Ferre e Bie 2 Fiat, chit athply vil 
6 7700 Sic! Nag wh 
Excuſe 


La. Grb;+. Admits of | 
© [Gives bet Hand n Manly. 


i; Town. G Manly how the Name of Friend cndckis 
the Brother ! E r 


Man. Your Words, my Lord, will war 


ſerve them. 
3 Enter 4 Servant. | 
Serv. My Lord, the Apartments ate full of Mafyies 
riders And ſome People of Quality there defire to ee 
La. Tun Thhought, thy Lord, your Orders had for- 
bid this Revelling? | 
L. Town. No, my Dear, Manly bis defir'd their Ad- 
mitrance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occafion— 
gay we will wait upon them inſtantly. Erit Serv. 
La. Tonus. I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 
L. Fown. No matter: not to fee them, would on 4 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will affift you to 
entertain the, | | hq e 
| La, Town. With ber, my Lord, I ſhall be always eaſũ | 
Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit the 
Guidance 6f my future Days —— = 4 
Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 
Hor where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the married State, the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never know w. 
To make & matual, Nature points the Way: _ 
Let Harbands govern: Gentle Wives obey. —— 
| , 
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Number of People in Maſq wh King al together, 
and. playing 1 Alter 27 55 us 4 

Sbepber „Nn, 4 EP 5 — 
5 er 


| 1 75 3 „— in mino 
| 2 ah oil luer 
＋ th ee 4 


14.6 5 ee People, e Lond 2 
—— reit — 
19 een, — os, 
15 entertiin us. 20 
4 Mon, of fer = Neu Ceftare, takes 17 to 
own 
=—_ . Well; deür unh. — we fre you 


e ee 
La. Town. Neck indeed l 25 


4 — — Well, chat“ is but ean't you gueſs? 
Li. Thins. Ves, I could gueſs wrong, 1 Aber. 
Mask. That's What 1 d du do. 
La. Town. But, Madam, ir don't know you at all, 
is 5 tht 6 # well? 2 
as ou now me. 
La. Re, +, Dex er, take ber off 60 my f; 
this. 
La. Grace. 1 1 I know you, Madam. 7» 
164457 I fancy you dont: What makes you think 
6 
La. Grave. Bepdvie 1 Hhve Heard you talk: ; 
Mat. Ay, but you dom t know my Voice, I'm ſure; 
La. — "There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu- 
dan Madam, fo ny much Par own, it is Twpofli- 
can be any „ber w) Lady B. 
ng] Deit Lady Grace chou art a 


* 5 e vo Body elſe we know here? 


Mat O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. 
La. Grace. Pray, who are 5 


Mk. © harm ny! there's L Ramble 
l as en e 


83 e Provokd Hausband; J or, 


Kals Gee beate Dotchelro 
ie Gune: Is not it hard, my Dear! that 50) 


ple of -Senſe and probity, are ſometimes forc 

to ſeem fond of ſuch Company? des: | 

"I. Tows. My Lord, it will always give me pert. 

Pain to remember their Acquaintance,, but none 

to drop it immediately. 

View, Mom. Ae 8 gr. 4 Ja 
en, c or an } m. 
Mast. O maſt k know, — 2 find out 

them, by 24 et to find opt me. N 

th 


La. Grace. Pray, who are they? 

Mast. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and 
Pleaſure, about Town, there's —— my Lord Bit. | 
Lord Arch-wag —— Young Brazen- Wit Lord St 
 Timberdgwn'>— Lord Join: Life - — and Lord S: 
Mortgage. T 

Then, for your pretty Fellows o iber s Sir 
— Peacock —— Lord Lapwing — Billy Magpgye — 

Beau Frightful — Six Paul Plaifer-crown, and the Mar- © 
queſs of Monkey-man. 

La. Grace. R. ht! and theſe are the fine. Gentlemen bl 
that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly, 

Must. The reſt, I 7 „ by their Cen. hired ib 
Habits, are Tradeſmen's ives, Ion of. Co urt Beaux, 
7 and kept Miſtreſſes. | j 

L. Town. An admirable Collection! 

La. Grace. Well, of all our Publick ele re; Tam 
amaz'd how this that is raw . penſive, and has fo 
2 to ſhew for it, can draw much Company toge- 

er | 
L. Town, O! if ir were not Nb the better ſort 
would not come into it: And becauſe Money can ex 
_ chaſe, 2 Ticket, the Common People corn to be ept 3 
out of it. | 

Mast. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace! I ſup poſe il 

are under the ſame Aſtoniſhment, that an | 
Mould draw ſo much good. Company. 1 te 


. La, Grace, Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier arter hi 
ſure to gratific the Ear, n the Underſtanding. = ! 
ez] aV | 


A Fournty 10 London?- 8g 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame time?: oo oe! 
Mask. Oh! quite yok — it yore 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Vol, ſans 'prendre 
muy come up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were-ſpeak= 


OT. | # : 
s.. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear? 
La. Town, Lam, my Lord; and amaz'datmyf :;". 
own Follics, ſo ſtrongly painted in another W Apart. 

man . 8 Fu 243" ; | — ; 
La. Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
dur Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to dert other People as well as 
themſelves, —_ ne | 

L. Tun. The leaſt we can do is to give them a clear 
Stage then. | 3 2 0 
IA Dance of Matis here, in various Characters. 
This was à Favour extraordinary, 


3 Enter Manly. 3 
O Manly ! I thought we had loſt you. W 

Man. I ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been o- 

| | blig'd ro look a little after my Country Family. | 
2 1 Well, pray, what have you done with 
Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity e- 
nough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Mi- 
nutes I'll give you an ample Account of them. * 


J ͤ— ! 1 8% þ IR — 


* 


I. Town. O! by all means: We will wait upon you. 
; [The Scene ſouts upon the Mats to a ſmaller Apartment. 
: _ Manly re-enters, with Sir Francis Wronghead. _ 


Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very Hair 
ſtand an End! Waunds! if what you tell me be true, I'll 
ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, and trundle 
them into the Country again on Monday Morning. 
Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all: In the mean time, place your ſelf be- 
hind this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have told 
ou, take the Evidence of your own Senſes: But be 
ture you keep cloſe till I give you the Signal. Sir 


gs The Hu Hana; or, 


Sir. Fra. Sir, III warrant 70 —— Ab! | 
Nam ya 


my Lady J/rongbead ! V Whar drr, Bake 
drawn me into 
. Aden. Huſh! t> your Poſt 4 here codes nn 


already. [Sir Fran. zetiver bebiyd the Harrer. 152 


Enter Myrtilla, ith Squire Richard. 

Rich 2 F 

. Krk. n 
I. Heil be end, for us preſently, bur he ahi he 

can't do us — pn | Tarn, wit without W irtieſſts ; 

when the 

and you may be Fathers Yor one another, 

b Fan s. Rich, Well, well, Tir for Taz! eh ay this vil 


More Noa fe here they come. 


Enter Count Balſet, and Mi/; Jenny. 


C. Baſ. So, ſo, here's yout Brother, and his Bride, 
fore us, my Dear. 
Well, I vow, my Heart's ar my Mbuth fill 
I thoughe 1 tbuld never Have got rid of Mama! but 
whije Rood gaphal wb the Dance, I gue ber the 
Slip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 

C. Boſ. O the pretty Flutterer! 1 h — y Dear, 

— imo the fame P | 

. Jenny. Ah ! you ſay ſo . but — See 
O Lud! 1 — it thumps purely.—— well, well, 1 fer 
it will do, and ſo whete's the Prſon? 

C. Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, * you be ſo good as rv fee i 
the Doctor's ready for 

Myr. He only Kale ft you, Si Sir: I fetch bim » 
— br rdak 

Jenny. Pray, Sir, am wot 1 to rake Place 
when I'm a re(s? | 

C. Raſ. No doabt 6n't; my Derr, 
Fenm. O Lud! how her Back dil by op then, when 
ſhe meets me at an. Aſſembiy? or You ind 1 in 
Coach end Six, at Hyde-Park together? 

C. Boſ. A 77 br oben mne hears the hot keeps 
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Kader come, you know, N. | 
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call 2 7 n Suns 
1 bern ae 
then, may hap, — ave a fine t der 
2 re ae u. K Ribbon, Nad 8 wich 
his Hat under his Ari rhe 
1 ©, ys 1. 1125 yy! Ei 5 
vant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, Fog Mall I you 
my Lady 1 Ay/ AF as be ſure, my Lo * 


Sr 


„ wi 'd 
Foes! a Bed ey Te go 
Oh! W's» ts + cel Thing in be k Woman of 


Quali 
dne my Drar, rhitte's 
Equiplge 


EE LOSSY 


Jenny. wel, r 
Airs, I warrant you; ; 
Sen. Rich. Troth I think this Maſquerading” $ of 


ge M 7 145 r Gu 
und there were but a little Wreſtli 


ng kit, it wound help it h Sur r K 
pin che Parſon ſtay by * e 
C. BY. Oh! bers he bote, I bellere. | 


1 


Enter Myrtilla, nh 6 Conftble, | | 
op. Well, Mata, priy hich 16 (he rag a 


Wants a Spice 'of my Office 

he. That's the Grntteman, © ['Poſnting to rhe Cut. 
52 Hey-day! whit, in Mia Doſtot ? 

Conſt. Do@r! Sir, I believe ybu have miſtaken your 

Min: But if you dte called Count Baer, 1 hive a 


wage in my Hand for you, chat will ſer you right 


ſently 
Po 5 ½ What the Devil's the meaning of alt cha? 
Cp 9055 tny Lord Chicf-ſultice's Wuartent agair 


ery, Sir. 
od und Thutidet ! 
your Pools 
Prock chere, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice of 


Conf.” And ſp, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off 


Peact᷑ immedixteſy. 


zug. 


„ The Provitd Haulaud; or, 


! what” ? [7 
Tan neg nent ng 


1 
wy Dear Bich. Ob ho! is that all? 
_ Sir Frau. No Sirrah! that is not all. 
[Sir Fran. coming ſoftly behind the Squire, . on 
nn. Cane. 


Ener Manly. | 7 
i Na 0 Land! O Lawd! he has TE wy 


ns out!!! 
MR Hold, Zold, Sir Francis, have ry lille Merl 
n m Godſon, pray Sir. 7 
ran. ». Waynds Cozen, I han't Patience, . © 
Ch Manly ! / 'nay, then I. am Blown to the 75 


* ee 

es. Rich. O my Head my Head! 

Enter Lady Wronghead. | „. 

ww” Wrong „ What's the Matter, here, Gentlemen? for 
Heavens fake! What, are you murdering my Children? 
Const. No, no, Madam, no Murther only a little 
Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. f 
ir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upon't, 2 
could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habi ſer 


as long as you live, 3 —— you know, Huſ- 
that you were within two Minutes of marrying 2 
P Peel 2 Co 
C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, J find. r ¶Aſd.. po 


enny. O the Mercy! wh „Papa, is not the | 
ot „ 

Sir F . O yes! one 15 the unhang'd ones, it ſcems, 

La. . [ 4fide. ] Married! O the confident Thi 
There bs is urgent Buſineſs then lighted or 
her! I han't Patience! — and for ought 1 know, 
have been all this while making a Friendſhip with - 
Hi 1 * 

n. Mr Conſtable! ſecure that Door there. 

- Sir Fran. Ab my Lady! my Lady! this comes of your | 
Journey to London! But now Fl have a Frolick of myown, | th 
therefore pack up your Trumpery this very || ha 
Night, 


0 
I ſkall not yl out of 


Letter incloſed to my 5 Lad — all the Rey 
have taken, is to have ſay'd your Son and Daughter 
Ruin Now if you will take them fairly and quiet - 


A Fourney 1 London. 33 


Night, for the Moment my Horſe are able to''crawh, 
ny CT into the Coun> 


10 38G A #7 018 


Indeed, you: are * Sir Francis «= 


et ou. © 
Sir Fran. Not art Wan 23 euer 
Man. _— Sir —if — Fah me leave a little 


I fancy I ſhall prevail . to think better onꝰt. 
Sir Fran. FI Le - 2 indeed 
Man. NG 00 8 

the Favour you 2255 in ſending this ſpurious 


1 


An the- Country again, I will fave Jour Lady 
m Ruin. | 

La. Wrong. What do you mean, Sir?.. | , 

Man. Why, Sir Fraxcis —ſhall never know what is in 
this Letter; look upon it. How it came into rien 
you ſhall know at leiſure. 

La. Mrong. Ha! my Billet-dour, to the Count! — 
Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with ConfuGon D 

an. What ſhall 1 ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
La. Yong. Dear Sir! pot in ſuch a Trembli ag pres 
ſerve my Honour, and am all Obedience! 
[Apart to Madly. 

Man. Sir Francis — my Lady is ready to receive your 
Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe _— 
point it. 
: Sir Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubr I am oblig'd to you 
or it. 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis! rake, ir as yo find 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it 
were never ſo wonderful! —— Koch now, Sir, ay yank: 
— to do but ro diſpoſe of this Gentleman. 7 

af. Mr. Manly! Sir! I hope you won” © win me. 

Man. Did not you forge this — lor five wor ne. 
— Sir? 

Co. 34, 8ir l ſee you know thy World, — 
therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate —— But it 


has hurt no PR yer, Sir! I beg you will not ſtigma- 
tize 


* 9 The: Hm Hund; ud, or, 


Be lei 


Aren. 

ai, Ihopa y e ſac — ſo 
ower, Sir make Ave 

22 * * 1 . , 8 | 5 


> hes this 
of her Kaders ; CART 
Co. Baſ. Dear Sir 


_ No words, Sirz 2 Waite, or a Waage 
fol Mercy! 
puplick one ff pc 


Ca. Baſ. Hold, Sir, Gato you are-pleve'd ta give. me 
my Choice; I will got make ſo ill 4 Compliment to the 
by” + A, * — — oo 1 — — 44 

on. It mu ne this Minute, Sir: the Chap- 
lain you ex is fill within, call. 
e Be. Well, Sir, —— fince it muſt be fo inn 
Come, Spouſe I am not the Firſt of the Etatervity, 
has run his Head into one Naoſe, to keep ir ous 
another. E 
155 Come, Sir, don't repine: Marriage is, at wosll, 
but rs upon the Square. 

J. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is the 


2 Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad a8 
you think it. As a Reward for her Honeſty, in detec» 
Qing your Practices, inſtead of the forg d Hill, you would 
have put upon her, there's a Real One of: five hundred 
1 to begin a new Honey- -Moon with, 

[Gives to Myrrilla. 

Co. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous a Act —— 


Aen. No Compliments, dear Sir —— I am. ** 
ei- 


4 Jounry 6 Lene 


* b now to receive them : Mr, Conſtable, will you be 
S 
N Room, Ive t in Magriage-to + 

. Goof Si Sl dg it fyrbfully, * +- 
ell! five hundred will ſerve to make a han- 
4 path with, however. [ Ex. Count, Myr. and Conflable. 

Sir Fran... Aud that I may he 5 wy 6 family's 2 of 


bim for ever come my even take our 
Children along with us, and be al Witneſs.of the Ce- 


Si 
R ror 81 Fran. 4. 700 may © cer 


. Lend and Lady Towaly, and Lady Grace. 
* Town. 8 Sir, 1 give you Joy of your Rast 


tou. 
V 0 verheard i t all,. 1 reſ e? 
At Fon ore firſt 4 oY 805 us] | F 
y! 1 Toww Nerer were Kates and Fools better diſ- 
* Inne 
FI. A fort of Poetical.Juilice, my. Lard, not mack 
ne above the Judgment of a Modern Comedy, 
Ic L. Town, To hejghten that Reſemblance, I by ink, 
2 there only wants your rewarding the Hero 0 f he 
Fable, by naming the Day of his Happine 
La. Grace. This Day, To-morrow, dhery Hour, 1 


hope, of Life to come, will ſhew 1 v mung 
A —— — — x # Mad 
an Want, 
ways find herd to deſerve you Tho 7a wi a 
. Town. Then all are haj 
La. Town. Siſter! 1 give you Joy! cooſurmae the 
© F happieſt Pair can boaſt. 


Y In you, methinks, 25 in a Glaſs, I ce. 
1 The Happineſs that, once advanc'd to me. | 
So viſible "he Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 
; How was it poſſible my Senſe could fray? 
-Bur, now, 4 — to this Truth, I 1 | 
a That rr ee is never . from Home. 


8 | , s "= 27 


M 


Have gratify'd ber Softer Inclination, © | 


& Have tipt ber a Gallant, and clinch'd the Proopcation 
; But there our Bard flop ſhort 5 For 'twere uncivil 


7" bave made a modern Belle, all o'er a Devil 
He hop'd, in bonour of the Sex, the Age 
Would bear one mended Woman — un the _ 


* "of * 15 4 


"* From ET you ſer, by Common Sen? 5 Rules | 
Wives might be govern'd, were not Husbands Fools, 


What-etr ly Nature Dames are prone to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray, but when they govern yon. 
When the wild Wife perceives ber Deary ae, 
No Wonder then ſhe plays him all the Came. 

But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter y * 
Women tate Pride, where, Merit is their Mafeer t 1 
Nay, ſve that mib a iat Man wiſely lives, 
Will ſeem t' obey the due Commands ſhe gives 


Happy Obedience is no more a Wander, EY 4 
When Men are Men, and keep them kindly under. 


But modern Conſorts are ſuch High-bred Creatures, 


| They think a Husband's Power degrades their Features. 
That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, - 


Than that ſhe never was i with Duty : 


E THINKS haar ſale Poder's Critichs gn 
% Dams it ! this Wife Reform d has ſpoil d the Play! 
& The Corcomb ſhould have drawn ber more in Fa 
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, ee, renal thr Horſe, . i ee e 
Lately Publiſh 4, Printed is One reer Obere, — 


A* __ APP ARITIONS, 
count of Whar they are, and Whit they are not; 

and Whence they come not. As alſo how we may 

paritions of Good and Evil Spirits, and how we ought to 


| 7 great Variety of Surpriling and Direming Examples, never publiked hefore, 


e 


Tiro © | 


. that the greateſt Bleſſing Heav's cer tn, 


I in a Spouſe Incurious, and Content, Sis 


25 give ſuch Dames a different Caſt of Thought, __ 

By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought. . 

If, with a Hand too rude, the Tak is dom, © , 
78 


Wi hope the Scbeme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
Will all fuch Freedom with the Sex attone. 
That Virtue there unſoil'd, by madiſh Art, 
Throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 


Vu, You then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lives P24 


Give you the foremoſt Fame of Happy Wives, 
Protec, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play 

Nor leave it to the vulgar Tape, a Prey : 
Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 
Diret the Crowd, and give yourſelves Applauſe, 
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P TERENTIT COMOEDIAE ad Exemplar FAE RNIAN UM 
a PETRO VICTORIO editem z0no M. B. LXV. Samm fide 

recenſitae. Lectore ſemper monito, ubi e FA ER NO diſceditus.- Is. 
hac inſuper Editione verſuum genera diverſa diligenter indicata ſuats 
quicquid vero in iis difficfſe aut itum, nova methods 
tem facile reddftar, ut quivis ſtatim intellipgt. Accidunt FAER NI 
emendationes integrae, & quae alia erant in editioneVICTORIANA, 
necnon Donati queedam, com Indice Locupletiflimo, Recenſuit, no- 
tiſque auxit, & diſſertationem de wetris comicis adjecit Franciſeag 
Hare, S. T. P. Decanus Wigornienſis, & Regiae Majeſtati a Sacris, 

DIJONYSII LONGINI ve SUBLIMITATE COMMEN- 
TARIUS, Grzce: Quem nov r Notis il- 
luftravit, plurimiſque iq locis, partim aQoritate optimor um Manuſcrip- 
torum, partim conjefturl, emendavit (eddiris etiam omnibes ejuſdem/ 
AuQoris Fragmentis) Zacharias Pearce, S, T. P, Regia Majeſtati a Sa-. 
cris Domeſticis, &c. 3 , 

La GIERUSALEMME L1BER ATA di TORQUATO TASSO: 
con le Figure di BERNARDO CASTELLIL e e Annotations 
di Scipio Gentili e di Giulio Gu ſtavini, Aggiuntovi a Vita dell' Autore 
ſcritta da Gio. Battiſta Manſo,. Marcheſe di Villa. E la Tavola delle 
Rime; con altre Aggiunte, e Correttione; Per Nicola Franceſco Haym, 


# 


ln due Volumi. 


Les ESS AIS de MICHEL; Seigneur de MONTAIGNE. Nou- 

velle Edition, Faite ſur les plus anciennes & les plus cotrectes: aug men- 
tee de quelques Lettres de PAuteur ; & ou les Paſſages Grecs, Latins, & 
Italiens ſont traduits plus fidellement, & citez plus exactement que dans 
aucune des Editions precedentes, Avec de courtes Remarques; & de 
nouveaux Indices plus amples & plus utiles que ceux qui avoient paru 
juſqu' ici: Par Pierre Coſte, En Frois Volumes. | 

a+ toes © de RACINE, en Deux Volumes: Avec de Nouvelles 

mpes. | | 

OEUVRES de Monſ. ROSSEAU, en Deux Volumes: Reveut & 

avgmentee par VAutheyr, 
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Shortly will be ubliſy.d in Frue Volumes is Quart, Pricied upon 
e 


PLUTARCHI vir, Grace & Lating, tur unicvique Vita 
Imagines zri inciſz, ex Nobilium & Eruditorum Muſeis & Cimeliis 
gepromptæ. Accedit Index Locupletiſſimus. Verſionem recenſuit, 
Notaſque adjecit Auguſtinus Bryan, A. M. 


